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‘The Cry from the Sea! 
“S HUT up « minute, Bunter 


“Qh, really, Whartoo—” 
“Quiet!” 
Billy Bunter snorted. 

He had been talking for not more 
than a quarter of an hour, and he saw 
‘no reason for shutting up. 

Buntor was full of supper; and he 
‘was not yet ready for bed. So natur- 
ho was talking. When. a fellow 
neither eating nor sleeping, what 


we 
‘ols was there for # fellow to do? 
Darkness lay like a velvoty cloak on 


the wide waters of the Indian Ocean, 

Harry Wharton & Co., on board the 
yacht Silver Star, were homeward 
bound from Chine. 

China, the land where they had had 
fo many strange adventures, lay many 
# long hundred miles behind them now. 

With her red and green lights gleam- 
ing ahead through tho dark night, tho 
yacht was orossing, the vast watery 
expanse of tho Indian Ocean, not to 
fouch jland again til Aden was 
re 

‘Tho night was dark, but fine and 
warm, and the Greyfriars juniors were 
on deck taking their ease in deck- 
chairs, and enjoying—moro or lese—tho 
sonvetsation of William Geor 
Bunter, Bunter's conversation rather 
resembied ‘the little brook in the poem 
—it went on for ever. 

Harry. Wharton’s head was bent, as 
i€ in intent listening; and Bunter had 
been rather dattered by this unusual 
attention, till the captain of the Grey- 
friars’ Remove suddenly requested him 
to shut up. 7 

Wharton certainly was listening in- 
tontly, but apparently to something 
other then Billy Bunter’s duleot tones. 

‘Tne Magner Tarrany.—No. 1,186. 


THERE’S THRILLS AS WELL AS SMILES IN— 


His chums looked at him rathor 
curiously. ‘ 
He was listening to something, but 


what, was rather @ mystery to tho other 
juniors. They were so accustomed to 
‘tho steady throb of the engines that it 
scomed hardly to break the silence. 
Mr, Green, the mate, was walking to 
and fro, his footsteps came. faintly 
through the deep dus! But Wharton 
could hardly have been listening to 
hat. There was no other sound audibli 

‘of the ‘sea and an 
occasional equawk from a parrot Mr. 
Green had picked up at Singapore on 
the way home, 

But Harry Wharton's face was set 
and tense, 

“Look here——” 
Bunter. 

Wharton made an impaticnt gesture. 

“Shut up, ass!” ‘ 

Ho rose from his chair and stepped 
to the rail, and stood leaning on it, 
staring out over the dark sca, staring 
hard as if to penctrate the cloak of 
darkness that lay round the throbbing 
yacht, and straining his ears to listen. 

“TI say, you fellows—" Bunter was 
as difficult to shut up es a cheap 
pocket-kni 

“Cheese 


recommenced 


“T heard something,” he said, “I’m 
certain of it—it was'a ory! “There's 
something—or somebody—out there on 
the sea.”” 

Seep 

«Geiat, 

nt. 

rubbish 2 

Bunter bad heard no sound from the 
sea, and he was intensely interested in 
his own conversation. Ho saw no reason 
whatever for shutting up. 

‘Hurreo Jamsct Ratn Singh clapped a 
dusky hand over the fat junior’s mouth. 


said Frank 


B 
[FRANK RICHARDS 


Y 


“The chut-upfulness i the proper 
caper, my esteemed juwful Bunter,” bo 

“ Groogh !”” 

Buater being reduced to silence, the 
Famous Five of the Greyfriars Removo 
listened intently, 

Faintly from the deeply-shadowed nes 
camo a sound. It might have been ti 
cry of a sea bird, but to the ears of t 
juniors it seemed to have a human note, 
piiit® *omebody !” whispered Johnoy 

“I'm suro of it,” suid Harry; and he 
hurried away towards Mr. Green. ‘Tho 
inate evidently had heard nothing, 

“But what the thump—" said Bob, 
staring across the dark waters. "We're 
some hundreds of miles from land-— 
thore can’t be & boat—’ 

“Shipwreck, perhaps 

“Hark?” 

Again the ory came, more clearly 
than before, ‘This time there could bo 
no doubt of it—it was a human cry. 
‘The juniors felt a thrill at thoir hearts, 

‘There were no lights to be seen, thero 
was no ship on the dark ocean. ‘Tho ery 
camo from some shipwrocked 
either in a boat, or swimming in the 
black waters. 7 

But the Groyfriars juniors could seo 
nothing. ‘They strained their eyes in 
vain in the darkness of the sea. 

“I say, you fellows.” ‘The dusky hand 
was withdrawn from Bunter's. Jarge 
mouth, so naturally tho Owl of the 
Remove restarted after tho interval, “I 

it was only & seagull or something 


‘athoad 2”? 
“Oh, really, Bull—" 
“Shit up, fathead, and listen !"” said 


said Nugent. 


Bob Cherry, 

Mr. Green, evidently, had paid hend 
to Wharton.’ Mo had signalled to the 
engine-roois, and the yacht stowed 
down. 

“Again came the ery through the night. 


“Tes ahead of us!” suid Bob. 
“And on the starboard side!” added 
agent. 

“T say, you fellowe——"” 

laut up, Bunter !* 

Il Mr. Locke,” they, heard the 
mate say, and Harry Wharton 
auickly below. ‘ 

Ferrers Locke was taking 
below, and’ was, sleeping in 
but he awoke instantly at Wharton's 
ight tap on the door. 
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it?” His cool, clear voice 
came immediately. 

‘Wharton oponed the door. z 

“Mr, Green sent mo to oall you, sir! 
‘There's cither a bost or g swimmer on 
the sea—calling for help.’ 

“I will bo on deck in 6 moment.” 

Forrors Locke was almost at 
Wharton’s heols as tho junior returned 
to,the deck of the Silver Star. 

‘Tho course of the yacht had already 
boon changed, and sho wes heading in 
‘tho direction ‘of the cry, so near as it 
‘ould be ascertained, 

Locke joined Mr. Green, who was 
staring into the glow of the lights abead 
of the gliding yacht. i 

“It’s «shipwrecked man, sir!” said 

‘Tn a boat, I reckon 
swimmer wouldn't ast, loug in these 
waters. Mr. Wharton hoard him first 

re it is again.” ¢ 

‘Loudor and clearer came the ory. This 
time tho Greyfriars fellows could hear 
that there were words, though they 
could not understand them. ver 
was calling, was calling in, somo foreign 

iage unknown to their ears, 
jut they saw Ferrers Locke nod. 
“4 Dutchman?” . 
“1 reckon 80, assented Mr. 


000 
tho yncht’s lights, Even Billy Bunter 
was silont at ‘All tho Greyfriars 
juniors wore on deck, except 

ttle Wun Lung, the thince, 
who had gone to. bed early. 
Eagerly thoy watched for the 
sight of a boat or a swimmor. 
‘And ther was a shout from 
Bob Ghorty as the din shapo 
of o boat loomed up in the 


loom. 
“Hallo, hallo, hallot ‘There he i 


‘THE SECOND CHAPTER. 
‘The Survivor of the Sundaband I 


ARRY WHARTON & CO. lined 
the rail, staring down into the 


rocking’ boat. Locke, — almost 
ina moment, mado fest a line, 
Save for the Dutchman had 


shouted to the yacht, the bost had no 
‘other occupant—tho man had been alone, 
Of provisions, food or water, the juniors 
could seo nothing. And tho haggard 
Took on tho f2co ‘that glimmered in the 


sympathy was deep. Even Billy Bunter 

Fs sing a compassionate ‘blink through 
is big spectacles, Bunter could under. 

stand how awful it was to miss meals, 
“You aro alone, then” asked Ferrers 

fos his eyes on the Dutchman in the 
* 


“da, mynheer! As you soo!” 
answered the castaway, staring at the 
Baker Street detective, as if surprised 
by tho question. 

‘Tho juniors stared 
obvious, now 


also, It was 
thoy wero closo at harid 


‘and could seo into.the boat in the light, 4 


that tho Dutchman was alone. 


“Where is the other onot” asked 
Lacke. 
“The—tke other, mynheor 2” 


“Yes—whore is the other?” 


Thousands of miles to Greyfriars. Hundreds a: 
of thrills on the way. 
Wharton & Co, on their eventful journey home 


Join up with 
from China ! 


“What tho dickens—” murmured 


At houte aiall’ dinghy-—fonted Bab, Chercy in amusement, 

ahead of the Bilvor Star, Hiad not the "There 1s no other,” said tho Duteh- 
cry of the shipwrecked man reeched man. “I am alone’ here, sit! You 
Wharton's cars, there was no doubt that will gre mo poms, on your ship? 
tho yacht would. he the lone For ‘two days E have hingered. and 
bose a Wtanc, fr the dinghy had Ghrtedesince’ the" Sundabwad went 
Bet ben rectly a he original couree, doe 

6 juniors could immagine the feol- “I shall give you a passago on, my 
fags of the weesked cisn‘in the boat, yacht,” said Locke. “Blow ong have 


when ho had geen the lights, of the 
yacht bearing down towards him, and 
onlised that sho would pass him unseen 
jn the darkness, ‘They. could imagine 
how ho had put all his strength into 
the desperate ery for help that bo had 
ent across the shadowed soa. 

“Thank goodness we've got bim!” 
murmured Frank Nugent. 

“Tho thankfulness is terrific.” 

‘Tho light fell clearly on the dinghy 
pow. Aman was standing up in the 
boat—a man of burly end muscular 
frame, dressed in dirt 


cotton shirt and 


you been alone in the boat?” 

‘Tho Dutchman did not reply for a 
moment, 

Under his bectling brows, his keen 
eyes were fastened on the calm, clear. 
gut face of the detective, Tt ‘soomed 
that he was uncertain how to answer. 

Bob Cherry pressed Wharton's arm. 

“Therc's been another raan in the 
boat,” he whispered. “Look, there's a 
hat ‘lying in tho  bottoma—and__ that 
jenny, has his tile on his had. Unless 

got into tho boat with (rd hats, 
there’s beon another man. 


thorte a man with heavy Dutch face, EE coos sof 
aad tharp eyes that gleamed a, i 
feintillated in the light, “under thick, “You bet!” chuckled Bob. 


bushy brows. Ho was. waving wild! 
to tho yacht, and shouting. ‘Tho words 
were ia Dutch, and the juniors under- 
stood nothing of them; Sut as if the 
shipwrecked man guessed that it was = 
British vessel bearing down on him, ho 
suddenly changed into English. 

fielp! Save. me! 

‘The shout came clearls. 

“Help! Haast u wat! Save me! 
‘Save me!” 

Ferrers Locke called back, and the 
Silver Star ran down to the boat. ‘Tho 
gasines coved to"thecb, aad se the 

inghy rocked. alongside, For 
fooped Gown Uightly isto i 


shman’s oyes fell on the hat 
that lay in tho bottom of the bost, and 
ho started. ‘Doubtless ho had’ not 
observed it’ in 
lights of the Silver Star chdae into tho 
dinghy. 

“Se, mynheer!” ho sai 


all “tho 
‘went mad 
the sea. Ho had drunk soa-water, 
mynheor, and that, as sou now, sonds 
aman mad.” 

Ferrers Locke nodded. 

“1 lmow ho assented. 

“Myohcer, Iam dying of 


tT 


darkness, before tho & 


go starving it, ia two, terrible, days 
since the Sundabund went down in the 
Tadian Ocean—" 


“And there were no other survivors?” 


asked Locke. 

“None—ouly” Captain Dori, and 
myself, Jan Vanderpeck—I was mate 
of the schooner. -Mynheer, I air thitet- 
ing—starving—” 

“Enough, for the present!” said 
Locke, and the Dutchman was hoiped 
on board tho silver Star, "That. the 
fan hed gone through severe privations 
was evident; but they did not scem to 
Ravo impaired his streagth to any great 
extent, "He ecoopted ‘Locke's help im 
ascending the accommodation. Inder; 
but ho jumped quite actively to tho 
deck, 

“Rawson |” 

‘The steward bustled forward. 

“Take Mr. Vanderpock to the spare 
state-room,” said Ferrors Looke, “Get 
hhim at once all that he needs,” 


e9, ait 

“What about, the boat, asked 
Mr. Green, as the steward was taking 
the Dutchman away. “Not worth tok. 
ing in tow?” 

“Quito worth it, 
answered the detective 
Silver Star. “Koop it safe.” 

‘The Dutchman” turned his head 
ic 
“This way, sit!” said the steward. 
But the Dutchman did not heed him, 
He ster back quickly towards 
Forrors Lock: 

“Diynbieer{ Do not trouble yourselt 

bout the, bout!” he ox- 

claimed. “It is worthless 

you are many hundred 

les from land. Let it be 
cast adrift 

Locko's eyes restod on hin 
for s moment. 

“Leave that matter in, my 
hands, Mr. Vandorpeck,” ue 
nsovered. Please go bolow th 
steward. You need food and drink,’ 

Vandorpock hesitated for a sccond, 
then he followed Rawson, aad dis 
appeared below. 

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged 
glances of wonder. Why Kereers Locke 
Tosisted on. taking in tow an almost 
worthless old dinghy, especially after 
what the mato of the Sundabund had 
said, was a mystery to chem, 

Ferrers Locke, no dovbi, had his 
but his face expressed nothin, 
the departing Dutchman one 
c, searching look, as the man fol- 
ved Rawson below. 

Then the detective wont to the side 
again, Mr. Green's eyes following him 


in surprise. 
“We're ‘going on, sie?” askod the 
mata of the Silver Star, in wonder. 
“Not yet.” answered Ferrers Locke. 
“We are in no hurry, Green, and for 
the present, the yacht’ ean lie’ to, 
“Av, ay, sit!" said” Mr, Green, 


Harry 


though he was evidently lost in astonish: 
ment, as, indced, wero the Greyfriars 
juniors. 

Ferrers 


Locke descended 
atin, Mr. Green 
's fellows watched 
1 wonder. 

The Baker Street detce 
eiectrie torch in his hand. 
pike a thorough examination of the 

“By gum!” the juniors heard Mr. 
Green murmur, “By gua! What, is 
ho looking for? What docs he expoot 
to find? What's the ganie, eoshow? 
By gum 

Harry Wharton & Co, could not have 
answered thoes questions had Br, Green 
adiveseed them to the juniors, ‘They 


wero ag nonplussed as the mate of the 
Silver Star. 

‘Locke’s interest in the, boat was in- 
explicable. Yet it was obviously deep, 
for he searched the craft from stem to 
stern, and from stern to. stem again, 
leaving hardly an inch of its interior 
surface unexainined. 

Beforo ho came back to the yacht, he 
looked to the line that held thé boat, to 
mako suro that it was seoure, Then ho 
came on deck again, his faco very 


grave. " , 
“Ate wo going on now, sirt” asked 
Mr. Green, ‘in a tone o! 
patience. 
Inet, no 
voyage of 

een, like al 


‘Ferrers Locke shook bis head. 
“No; wo shall lio to till morning,’ 
ho answered. “In tho meantime, 1 
the ayren be sounded, and keep it going 
at short intervals.” 

“Mr, Groen’s eyes almost bulged from 
is head in his astonishment, 
“Might—might 1 ask why, sir?” he 


es, Green,” said the ° 

detective calmly, “if only wo ean be in 
‘But tho man was alone in tho 

dinghy, six" 

ki) When ‘we found him, yes.” 

“T mean if tho other man went over 
the side at sunset yestorday 
to, Davy Jones’ locker long a 
“Tthink Mr, Vandorpock may have 
eon mistaken as to the timo 
panion in fortune went ovor the 
fide!” answered Ferrers Locke. | Hun 
ger and thirst and oxposure to the sun 

ay strango tricks on ® man’s brain, 
Je he was mistaken, the man. he calls 
Coptain Durie maybe still floating or 
Sule 1g in these dark waters——” 

" Rteped,, Bob Cherry. “It 
ssiblo—" 

T think it quite possible, Cherry” 
anid Ferrers Locke, glancing at him, 

“But—but—” stuttered the mate of 
tho. Silver Stor. “Tho man isn't 
mad—he must know—~” 

“Novertheloss, we must not lose 
chance of saving a life, Mr. Green,” 
said Ferrers Locko “Wo must not 
neglect oven a romaote chance. | The 
‘man may be still afloat—especially as 
ho probably has an oar to cling to.” 

An oar?” repeated Mr. Greor 

“Thero is only, one in tho dinghy,” 
said Locke, “and ele thero must 
have been two. But we shall sce.” 

‘Mr. Green was too wollstrained a 
mate to sbrug his shoulders in tho 

resence of his owner and skipper. But 
iy look betrayed that he had to make 
an effort not to do so, and Ferrers 
Locke srailed faintly. 

“Tt's for you to order, !” almost 
gasped tho mate of the Si Star. 
“Quite so!” agreed Ferrers Locke. 
‘The yacht was still. Sho lay to tho 
wath of the wares of the Indien Ocean, 
and through the darkness went the 
fereeching of the syren—a message of 
hope to any shipwrecked roan | who 
might have been flowing ‘within hear- 

ing of the raucous sound. 

Bue if the screeching fell upon human 
ears, there came no ory in answer. 
Darkness and silenco surrounded tho 
‘yacht—silenco broken oly by the 
wereech of the syren. 
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‘THE THIRD CHAPTER, 
Bunter Asks for It! 
st yy SAY, you fellows!” 
I ‘Hallo, hello, hallo ¥® 
"m sleepy” 

Billy Bunter mado that an- 
mouncement 2a if he expected it to be 
of general interest, 

‘udging by its reception on the part 
of the Famous Five, it wasn’t! 
“What about it?” yawned Johnoy 


“Well,” said Bunter. “I'm going to 


‘Tho Famous Five were still on deck 
though the hour was growing very late. 
foe cen ee are 
pleas castaway might of 
the dark waters ronnd the yacht bane 
ished the desire for sloop for the 
resent. ‘They watched tho sea, and 

tween blasts of the syren, listened 
for some sound in reply—in’ vain, 
“Tsay, you fellowe—” insisted 
Bunter. 

“Well, go to bed, fathead,” said 
Barry Wharton, “Nobody wants you 
to, stay up, I suppose.” 

Quite the coeteey, in fact” re 
marked Bob Cherry. 

“Ob, really, Wharton—” 

Buzz olf to bed and shut up!” 
suggested Johnny Bull. 


‘You heard what Mr. Locke 
ass.” 
“Well, Locke's a fathead,” explained 


Bunter,’ “You heard that Dutohman 
say the other man went over tho side 
‘of tho boat yesterday. I suppose he 
knows, if ansbody docs. So we may 
as well got going and leavo off kicking 
up this fearful row. A fellow gots used 
to tho engines; but that rotten syren 
would keep anybody, awake.” 


a! 
“You silly asst Look here, I can’t 
0 to sleop in that awful din. You 

Foiows go and tell Locke £0.” 


“Anyhow, it's going on all night,” 
Johnny Bull. “So you may 


hooted Bunter in 
diguantly. “Look hero, you fellows 

9 and toll Locke it’s all rot and ask 
Rim to ring off. It’s no good my aske 
ing him—tho man’s hardly civil (o me, 
as it is. You'd hardly think that I 
fame out to Chine specially to protect 
you fellows, end that I'm bringing you 
safe home, from the, way that fellow 
Locke speaks to me.” 

“Hardly! chuckled Bob. 

“Well, look here, you go and tell 
Jacko its all rot, and that he's a foot 
Ting ass, and—" 

“Eshurrup!” hissed Bob, as the tall 
figuro of Baker Street detective 
Toomed behind Bunter. 

“Shan't! If you fellows don’t tell 
him, Til jolly well go and tell him 
myself!” hooted Bunter. “I've stood 
1 lot of rot from Locke—about a3 much 
as I'm going to stand. He doesn’t seem 
fo remember that he’s merely @ de- 
fective, and that I'm a public school 
man. ‘These common want 
ing in their places, and I've 


THE MAGNET 


good mind to go to him this minuto 
and say— —Yaroooooh !” 

Billy Bunter broko off with e wild 
yell as a finger and thumb that seomed 
made of stoc! closed on hia fat ear. 

“Owl Leggo! Yaroooogh 

“Ha, hay hal” - 

“I think it ig time you wont to bed, 
Bunter 1” said Ferrers Locke tranquilly ; 
and he Jed the Owl of the Remove to 
wards the cabin stairs—still with that 
steellike grip on hia ear. 

“Yow-ow-ow-ow!” wailed Bunter. 

‘TGood-aight, Bunter.” 

“Ow 


YT mean, good: 


to pick him up after sunrise.” 


Locke,” answered 


juniors went below. 
They found Billy Bunter 


Mr. 


in the 


galoon, rubbing a crimson, fat ear. He 
blinked at them through’ his big 9 
tacles with feelings almost too deep 


for 
“I say, you follons—” 

“Cheese it, old fat man!” said Bob 
Cherry. "You asked for what you 
got; end if Yd boon Looko, ‘Td have 
eked you down the staira into tho 
POLE ike to body kick 

“Pd lil 800 ick me |" 
hooted Bunter. Sotiantl a 

“Mean that?” asked Bob, 

“Yes, rather, you beast!” 

“Well, hore goes, then.” 
“-Yeroogh!” roared Bunter as Bobie 


foot established contact with his tight 
trousers. “Ow! Whoop! Leavo off! 
Oh, orikey 1” 

And Bunter fled for the state: 


room, leaving the Famous Five chuck- 
ling.’ As Harry Wharton & Co, went 
along to thelr rooms, they woticed tha 
tho light was still burning in the state- 
zoom assigned to the Dutch castaway. 
‘Tho door was half-open; and the man 
looked out at the sound of footsteps. 

His face looked much less haggard 
and gaunt than when they had seen 
him in the dinghy. Plenty to cat and 


drink, and the assurance of eafuty had 
dono him good. Ho was dressed in a 
suit of the 


Pyjamas supplied by 
foward and had slippers on his feet 
Late 2s tho hour was, he did not seem 
to be thinking of turning into his bunk; 
though it might have been supposed 
that after his experience in the open 
boat, "he would have felt the need of 
rest and sleep. 

His oyes, shorp and piercing undor 
his heavy, bectling brows, searched tho 
igen sdf need vat ae wanted 
to speak, they stopped politely. ‘They 
could not feel thet they Liked the mans 
but they had s compassionate interest 
in the castaway who had been saved 
from the sea. 

“The ship is stopping!” said Vander- 
pee “Is it not? We are not going 
oat 

“That is so,” assented Harry. 

“Waarom?” exclaimed Vanderpeck, 

“Whaa-t?” 

“J mean, why? Why do we stop 
here? Has tho captain s much time 
to waste that be heaves his ship to at 


9 wast 
be a ‘Wharton smiled. 
#No} but Mr. Locke thinks it mey 
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be possible to save the man who wos in 
the boat with you,” be oxplained. 

‘Tho Dutchmaa started and etared at 
him hard. 

“But ho is mad, then,” he snapped. 
“Have I not told ‘him thet Durio, the 
skipper of the Sundabund, went ‘mad 
with drinking sea-water, and fell over 
the side at sunset? Many, many hours 
‘ago. He is dead—dead—the sharks of 
the Indian Ocean have devoured him 
Tong ago!” 

19 ‘man’s manner was passionately, 
almost savagely, earnest ‘he juniors 
stared at him in astonishment. 

“But if thore is a chancé—” said 
Bob Cherry. 

“There is no chance! 
nonsensol ‘This Locke, your 
captain—he must be out of his 
onsen |” 

You had better not tell him 
to,” said Harry Wharton dryly. 
“{ don't quite understand you, 
Mr. Vanderpock. I supposo 
you aro anxious for sour 
‘kipper to be saved if there is 


Tt is 


Dutchman 
drow @ quick, his 
sing breath, 
“Yos—-oh, yest 
Ja, mynheer{ Van 
ganscher bacto! But 
there is no chance— 
it is waste of time, 
‘This Captain Locke 
in delaying for 
nothing. Is it for 
that thot the syren 
ia screeching, 
ing a man awake?” 
"You" said 
Harry. 
“Durie will 
hoar,” «aid 
Dutchman cullen! 


‘time if 
But 
time—thero 
mo man to be 
found on the soa! 
Goedon nacht he 
added, and stopped 
back into his room 
and closed tho 
door, hardly wait. 
ing for the juniors’ 
answering 
night | 
“A quocr 
tomer,” remarked 
Bob, as the juniors 
‘on their woy. 
“Ono would almost 
think ho wasn’t anxious for the other 


saved.” 
OTE PPeuppece. thore isn't much 


pose, 

queo of it,” eaid Harry. “Ten to ono 
Se wasting time. But Mfr. Locke is 
ight, to mako suro” 

"Yes, rather.” F 

Tho juniors went to their rooms and 
turned in. Sleop did not come vory 
fully; thoie” thoughts were, with the 
castaway, who, perhaps, was floating on 
ths dark waters, perhaps hearing ‘the 
Blasts of the gacht's syzen, unable to 
answer. And tho din of the syrea did 
ot conduco to slumber. 

‘Bat from Bunter'a room there soon 
proceeded. a gargantuan snore, which 
showed that the ayren was not, a3 the fat 
junior hod feared, keeping him awake. 

unter was safe in tho arms of Mor- 
phous, end signifying tho samo in tho 


‘good 


ous: 


“Help 1”” cried the Dutch 
man, standing up in the boat 
“Save 


usual way. 
last, dropped off to slocp and did’ not 
reopen their oyes until the morning sun 
was shining in at tho portholes, and a 
new, burning day had dawned on the 
Indian Ocean. 


‘And the Famous Fivo, at 


‘THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 
The Talking Parrot ! 
es HIP aboy!” 
SEN a 
“Jolly sailor! All aboard!” 
Cackle, cackle! 
“Blow the bird! That pie-faced Malay 


did me out of seven dollars!” growled 
‘Mr. Green. 


Cackle, cackle, cackle! 
Harry Wharton & Co, smiled as they 
‘camo into the saloon for breakfast, Mr. 


Groen was thore, 
talking to his 
parrot, “Liver eface 
‘tho Silver Star had 
foamed out of 
Bingepore “on. the 
omeward yoy 

tho mate had ‘been 
trying to toach that 
Durrot to talk, 

Me. Greon’ had 
not & lot of leisure, 
But "nearly. all ho 
lind was spent on tho education 
of Baldwin, tho parrot, Why 
Ste. “Groen! had "named Wisk 
Eger the juniors did not 

Greon was a first-class 
sailorman, but not deeply rend. 
in history, so he "could 
scarcely have namod him aftor 
the anciont Count of Fl 
of that name. Possibly ho had 
named. him” after a” madern 
Statesiman, ‘perhaps perceiving 
somo rosorablance " botweet 
Political oratory and tho ince: 
sant cacklo of the parrot, 
Anyhow, Baldwin was his 
1a pitti; tnd tho, eroen | parrot 
would blink his ‘rod eyes hon Nov waa 
called by it. But he would not talk. 

‘Tho Malay at Singaporo who hed sold 
him to Mr, Greon for seven dollars had 
ropeesentee! him os 0 parrot that noeded 
only the slightest inafruction to become 
8 great conversationalist, But, that 
Malay had taken advantage of ‘the 
ilorman’s innocence. Baldwin cackled 
id cackled and cackled, but talk he 
would not, 

Patiently Mr, Green talkod to him, 
and waited for his words to bo ropeated, 
But Baldwin would not even say “ship 
hoy!” or “pipe of baccy.” He would 
do nothing but cackl 

“Bothor the bird |” ssid Mr, Green; 
end as the juniors came in he aban- 
doned his task and went on dock. 

Baldwin was allowed tho freedom of 
the saloon.” Generally he ‘would ai 


Potehed, gazing with solemn eyes. He 
ad hours of silence, and houre of 


cackling and screeching. Often the 
juniors joined ja, the gamo of trying to 
teach him to talk. Jt holped to kill 
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time on the long sopage. But they bad 

ro more sucoees than Mr. Green. 
“Any news, Mr. Green?” acked Harry 

Wharton, aa the mate was going up. 
“No,” ‘answered Mr. Green. 
‘Nobody picked up in the night?” 


Mr, Groen grunted out that answer, 
and disappeared. 
Tt was quite casy to seo that Mr. 


Green's opinion was thet of the Dutch- 1 


man—that Ferrers Locke was wasting 
his time uselesly fa Ranging about thet 
i 


particular spot in the Indian Ocean look- 
ing for the other man who had been 
inthe dinghy. 


Locke, however, was evidently keeping 
to his idea, for the Silver Star was not 
under way. ‘The yacht lay idle on the 
waves, likg e painted ship on » painted 
goon, os Bob Cherry remarked, quoting 
from the “ Ancient Mariner.” 

“How's the jolly old castaway, Raw- 
sont” Bob asked tho steward. 

“Right as rai answered Raw- 

“Flo was oo deck at dawn—and 
till thero, He don’t seem much the 
#30 for what, he’s been through.” 

“YT dare say he's anxious for tho other 
man to be’ picked up, if possible,” 
remarked Nugent. 

“YT dessny, ir.” é 

‘Wan Lung, the Chineso junior, was at 
breakfast with, the Famous Fivo, He 

‘ad gone to bed early the previous night 
and fied not awekened when tho dinghy 
was picked up, so what had happenc 
in, the night was news to 


finished breaktae 
ea 

rolled ine 
“Yany, 


you fellowm——” 
“Hallo, ‘hallo, hallo! Did you sleep 
after all, Bunter?” 


“Hot ” grunted Bunter. 
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“Ob, my bet? 
you're’ awake?” 

“‘The snorefulness, of the esteemed 
Bunter was terrific,” grinned Hurreo 
Jamset Ram Singh. 

“Ob, really, you fellows! I say, 
Ym hungry.” Steward! Blow that 
award | "Where's that beastly steward? 

jhere—" 

“Here, sir,” said a voice at Bunter’s 


Look here, 


Do you snore while 


here you are! 


where's my brekker?” 
htt” Bunter grunted and 


“Hero, sir, 
“Oh, all ri 
sat down. 


Bunter. 
an ass, a8 I told you before. 
10 good of hanging about here, 
like a whited sepulchre on a painted 
ocean, a9 ‘Tennyson says.” 

“Ha, ha, bal 

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle 
at,” granted Bunter. “If it wasn't 
‘Tennyson, it was Shakespeare, or some- 


body.’ 

SKiake it Coleridge,” chuckled Bob, 
“and Jat. timo T Beard it it yes 
aintod ship om a painted ceeen.” 
PurRotl" said, Bunter. You don’t 
know much about poetry, Cherry. I'm 
Tathor a. Whale on that sort of thing: 
Tea a whited scpulchre ons painted 
ceean—or a painted sepulchre on 


Whited, ocean—I forget which, 
"“Gackle, eackle, cacklo! 

Bunter stared ‘roun: 

“Oh, that parrot! Blow the 


boast 
thing! Always kicking up 0 row | ‘Th 
man Greon was a silly ass to bo don 
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over that parrot! He can’t teach him 
to talkt I jolly well could!” 
“Is there “anything you can't dot 


inguired Bob sarcastically. 
there are a fow 
‘at 


Well, I dare 
things, though I can’t remember ’en 
the moment. I'll bet you I could mal 
that parrot talk, dL would, too, if 
Green would give him to me, I’m not 
going to teach another man’s bird to 
talk, no you fellows, where are you 
going 

“On deck, old bean.” 

“You might stay with a fellow whilo 
‘he has his brekker. 1 want to talk to 
somebody.” 

“Buntee talkee plenty too muchos I” 
remarked Wun Lung. 

“Don't you be a cheeky heathon,” said 
Bunter, “I say, you fellowo—" 

“Talk to the other parrot!” suggested 
Bob Cherry; and the juniors went. u 
to the deck, leaving Bunter to food 
alone. 

‘The Owl of the Remove grunted dis- 
contentedly He bad turned out of 
bed late, but he did not like being left 
alone af broker. ‘The Famous Five, 


however, were disnclined to et round 
watching Bunter while ho fed, 
sides, Bunter’s breakfast was. 


Be. 


‘Rawson was hovering round, Rawson 
wanted to. get tho saloon clear; but 
Billy “Bunter was quite unconcerned 
about that, It was very seldom that 


I William George Bunter was concerned 


about others, 
“Finished, 
Soa a feo,” anid 
Nas some mor 1" 
Boni, and T think T could do with 
a cake’ 


Rawson grunted distinctly. 
When Bunter was first on board the 


sir?” asked Rawson, at 


Bunter scoffed coffee and cake con- 
tentodly. “Ho was fooling bettor, after 
several broakfasts. Ho blinked thought- 
fully at Baldwin, as ho scoffed, ‘Thore 
waa a grin on Buntor's fat faco 


Nobody on board the Silver Star had 
yet been ablo to make Baldwin talk, 
But Dilly Bunter was convineed that 
ho could do 30, And, having finished 
his coffee and cake, Bunter cleared his 
throat with @ fot ‘little cough. Had 
the Greyfriara fellows been present they 
would recognise that fat little cough— 
always tho proliminary to Bunter’s 
ventriloguial efforts. Tt was what Bob 
galled his “atmosphorics,” If Billy 
Bunter could do nothing else, ho could 
ventriloquiso; and a ventriloquist could 
make a parrot talk, if nobody else 


could. 

“Hallo, Polly! Pretty Polly!” said 
Bunter, blinking at the parrot. 

Cackle! Cacklet 

Rawson hovered. 

“If you've finished, sir—". 

“Ob, yes!” said Bunter. 
hear that parrot tall 

“Ho won't talk, siz’ 

“Bet you a dollar I muke him talk,” 
said Bunter, 

Rawson coughed. 7 
pcille, Laoke “would object to my 

ting witl e young gentlemen, sir,” 
he, answered." Otherwiso—" 

“Oh. blow Mr. Locke!” said Bunter. 
“You needn't tell », I suppose. 
Afraid of losing a dollar?” 

Rawson, like most other members of 
the ship's company, had often desired 
to kick Bunter. Now that desire was 


EVERY SATURDAY 


strong upon bim egein. He could not 
ery. well kick Bunter, however; but 
the desice to tako the fat junior down = 
peg made him stretch a point in the 
Inatter of betting “with “the young 
gentlemen. For ho was quite con- 


vinced that Bunter could not make the 
parrot talk. 
‘He laid a silver dollar on tho table, 
“Very well, sir; just for this once,” 
maid Rawson. 
unter 


Idwin, you've got to talk,”” 


came from the 
parrot, as he blinked at Bunter with 
folemn red eyes, 

Rawson grinned, too. 

“Tio won't talk, sir!” 

“Ho will seid Buntor. “I've got = 
lot of influence over bird: and things— 
[etal ‘of the eye, you know. I'll make 

im spoak.” 

Rawson shrugged his shoulders. 

Bantor fixed. his eyes, and his 

‘les, on the parrot. Baldwin 
ked back at him solomnly. 
Now, Baldwin! Sey ‘Steward!’” 
said Buntor. 

“Steward !’” came—or seemed to como 
from tho groom parrot, 

awson jumped. 
‘By oye” culated, 

“What did “I tell yout” grinned 
Bunter, 

“Well, ho ain't never spoke before!” 
said’ Rawson, staring at the parrot in 


‘amaxeinent, 

“Bpoak "again, Baldwin!” said 
Bunter. “Toll the steward what you 
‘think of hina” 

pene, ho! Pio-facs 5, scene feces ie 

inking parrot. "Ugly mug 
nose! Whose whisky havo you been 
mopping up? He, ho!” 

fawson fairly stosgored. 

“Good ‘evings!” ho ejaculated. 

He stared blankly at the uncanny 
bird. ‘Not only was tho parrot talking 
at Jast but ho seomed to have a mys- 


terious knowledge of Rawson's purely 
privato and personal affairs 
“Ho, ho, hol” chortled Bunter. 


bi 

#Woil, this boats it! 

Cacklé, cacklo! came from the 
parrot, “Take your face away! It 
makes’ mo ill! Let tho whisky alono! 
Tt makes your nose red! He, he!” 

“Oly smokel"’ gasped the 

“What a Vv? went on th 
“Who's been treading 
fenturos, steward? He, id 

Rawson coukl only’ store blankly. 
Bunter had taught ‘the bird to speak, 
though cortuly ‘ho had not taught him 
to speak politely. 

Bunter picked uy 

“1 told you so!” he remarked; and 
with much satisfaction the Owl of the 
Remore slipped the dollar into his 
pocket and rolled on deck, leaving 
Rasveon still staring blankly at Baldwin 
who uttered not another word after 
the Groytrinrs ventriloquist was. gone. 


‘gasped Rawson. 


on 


the dollar, 


‘THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 
Saved from the Sea! 
remarked 


be E'RE moving!” 
The Silver Star was in 


mation at last. 

Towing the dinghy astern, the yacht 
glided slowly through tho water. 

Obviously ‘sho was not resuming her 
ron to distant Aden. | Almost at a 
mail’s pace the yacht circled round in 
tho, sea. 

Ferrers Locko, with a pair of poxer- 
ful binoculars to his oyes, was watching 


t Stroct det 


the wide waters, Harry Waarton ¥ 
Co. were watching, too, anxious, if 
they could, to pick up ‘sight of | the 
man whom tho Baker Street detective 

i i ity 


‘Tho previous night it had scemed to the 
Juniors that Vanderpeck wae indifferent 
to the feto of bis companion in mis- 
fortune. But there was ro indifference 
about him now. Keen apriety could be 
traced in his hard and beavy face as he 
seanned the biue, heaving waters. 

‘Only discipline prevented Mr. Green 
from betraying his impatienco at this 
waste of time, as he considered it, Tho 
Dutchman had ssid plainly that it was 
at sunsct tho provious day that his 
companion had disappeared from the 


dinghy. ‘That sottled the matter for 
Mr. Green. It was absurd to suppose 
that a castaway could have remained 


at and alive so Jong in a sea in 
fested with sharks. 

But Forrers Locke’s word wi 
board the Silver Star; he w 


Jaw on 
both 


SET TO WORK LADs, AND 
WIN A WALLET! 


Fife, Scotland. 
'y Bunter wos dining at 
‘when ho found @ farge mause 


i re walter +4 Don't 
ut 
And don't wave It obout, 
Or the rost will bo waating 
‘one, too!" 


T've got heaps mors wallets 
jn stock. Why not try to. win 
one now? 


owner and skipper. And tho Baker 

© Was determined—or, 
rather, in the mate's opinion, obstinate. 
His supposition that tho "Dutchman 
might kav> hcen mistaken about the 
time when his companion slipped into 
the eea seemed merely nonsenso to Mr. 
Greon, Vanderpeck had been through 
a bard timo: but he cloarly had all his 
wits about him, 

Locke lowered the glasses at last. 

Ho glanced at the mate with a faint 
aile. 

“Take the glasses, Green!" ho said. 
“1 think { havo picked up something 
afloat, on the starboard bow.” 

“Ay, ay, sit!” 

Mr. Green took tho giasses, and bent 
them in the direction indicated by the 
detective. 

“Floating seaweed, sir!” ho ssid. 

‘You think sot” 
“I do.” 
|, we cannot make too sure in 
such a matter,” said Locke. “Let us 
ron down that Goating scaweed, Green, 
and get a closer view of 

The yachts direction changed, end 
the engines throbbed. Tho Dutchman, 
gripping the rail with s g:ip so hard 
that bis knuckles showed white, stared 
across the curling blue waters 


7 


Harry Whatton & Co, watched 
eagerly. 

Something-~a tiny Boating ob}wb— 
came into view at last, scarcely por 
ceptible on the hearing ocean. 

“That's it!” breathed Frank Nugent. 
_ “I say, you follows!” Billy Buntor 
joined the Famous Five. What are 
Fou staring at? ‘That bit of drift- 
wood?” 

“Fathead! 

b. 


“Rot!” said Bunter. 

Harry Wharton glanced at the mate. 
An extraordinary change had come 
over Mr. Greon's face, He looked ex- 
cessively shecpish. 

“You're right, sir!” He lowered the 
glasses. “It’s @ man—hanging on too 
broken spar, or something.” 

“An oar, I think,” said Lock 

“Yes, that's it! "Tt must bo the man 
that wont over tho side from thr 
dinghy 

“Littlo doubt of thet,” 

“By gum! If be went 

yesterday I'd never har 

0 could keep alive 
‘the mato, 


“I think bo wont ovor much later 

than sunset,” said Looke tranguilly. "E 

ea it wee ‘not long before we tighted 
ding! 

“I don’t too why,” said Mr. Green, 

1 havo my reasons, 

‘Tho floating man was clearly visible 
now tu tho naked evo, as tho yaohb 
rushed down ewiftly towazds bim,” All 
eyes were fixed on bi 

made no sign to the eppronchi 
yacht, uttered no cry, Ho hosted of 

tho gently heaving wuter like a log, a 

sted by the oar to which he hel 

't seemed to the observors on tho yacht 
that ho must bo unconscious; yet he 
pd ete ah y ee ee his hoad 
eppoare ! Aa they drew nearer 
it could be eoen that ho was tied to the 
car—strips torn from "his clothing, 
Knotted “togsthor to make a ro 
fastened him to his sole support, anc 


kopt him afloat. 
“Poor chap! breathed Bob. 
“I=1 say, you fellows, it—it 
S_maniy chroulated “Billy” Bunter 
“Rathor lucky we stopped, after all,” 
"Yes, rathor.”” 
“The luickfulnots is torrifio.” 
_ Withia a cablo’s longth of tho foat- 
ing, senseless figure in the oon. th 


It’s a man!” exclaimed 


‘at sunset 
ieved that 
ow I" muttered. 


roally 


yacht's boat dropped. 
entered it, and tho boat’s crow pulled 
swiftly to the castaway. 

From the yacht Harry Wharton & Co. 


watched Locke free him from the float: 
ing oar, and lift him into the boat. 
‘Tho man was evidently unconscious, 
He lay inert in the strong arms of the 
Baker Steeet dotective as he was lifted 


in, 
41 ho 


's still alive!” muttered 
Johnny Bull, 
Ach I” 
It was a guttural oxclemation from 


tho Dutchman, who was watching the 
eescue with starting eyes, 

Tho junio:s glanced at him, 

Vanderpeck’s, grip on th 
almost convulsive. Whate 
it was that stirred him, it w 
poverfal. Bis hard ‘faco wi 
doroid of colour as he, star 
ose pulling swiftly back to the 

tar. 

Willing bands helped the rescued man 
fon dock. He war insensible but, still 
living. “Vanderpeck came forward, the 
sweat thick on his brow. 

“He lives?” he breathed. 

“Ho lives!” answered Ferrers Locke, 
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Silver 


with a scarching look at tho Dutchman's 
tormented face. 

“Ach| But he is very far gone!” 
muttored Vanderpeck 

“Ho ia fer gonc—but I think we shall 
save him!” said Locke, ‘This is the 
man who was with you in the dimghy?”" 

‘Vanderpeck hesitated moment be- 
fore he answered. 

“Ja, mynheer |” 

“The skipper of the Sundabund?” 

“Ja, jal” muttered the Dutchman. 

“He ‘bas hed a knock, sir!” said 
Green, pointing to a bruised cut on the 
foreh of the insensible man. “How 
the dickens did he get that knock?” _ 

“He knock his bead, I think, falling 
out of the boat, sir!” muttered Vander- 

“He was mad from drinking the 
‘sea-water,’”” 

“Possibly |” said Ferrers Locke. 

‘The insensible man was carried below. 
‘The yacht’s boat was swung up again, 
end tho Silver Star at last resumed her 
interrupted run to distant Aden. 

‘Vanderpeck touched the arm of the 
Baker Street detective, 

fo ig my shipmate, 
gaid huskily. “You will let him be put 
in my cabin! 1 will oare for bim— 

“Ho will be placed ia my own cabin |” 
Locke, “Fortunately 1 have some 
surgical skill, and he needs it all.” 
‘Durie was carried into Ferrers Locke's 
‘cabin, and placed in the detective’s own 
berth; “"Thero he was left to Locke's 
caro, Tho rest loft the eabin, but Vander- 
peck lingered behind, ‘That the Dutch- 
man was anxious was clear, whothor 
fof not his anxiety was for the man who 
fad been “his” shipmato “on tho 


mynheer,” bo 


for the Dutchman to 
do but to obey. Slowly and reluctantly 
he lots the ‘cabin, and the door was 
elosod on the detective and the 
castaway. 


nothin 


THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 
Wun Lung is Suspicious ! 
“ ‘A. weg, Chink 1” 
Dutchman, coming on 


shoved roughly against 
fittle Wun Lung, and sent 


Wharton, 
‘Vanderpeck tramped on. 
Wharton’s oyes dashed. 
To tho Dutchman Wun Lung was 
merely a “Chink,” a native of 1 
Orient, to whom ‘ho fancied that ho 
could be gs insolent as ho chose, That 
wag not Harry Wharton's idea at all. 
Ho stopped quickly in the Dutehm: 


way, 
“You had better mend your mannors, 
‘Mr, Vanderpeok !” ho exclaimed. “ You 
fare not allowed to, shove oF abuse 
Passengers on this yacht.”” 
‘Vonderpeok glared at him. 
Tt was evident that the Dutchman was 
in a savage and bitter temper, though 
the cause of it was not clear. Whatever 
the causo, Wharton's idea was thet bo 
had to keep it to himself, 
passengor!”" jecred Vanderpeck. 
“That Chink a passenger! Ach! Does 
your Mynheer Locke ive ‘passege to 
eri 


“Wun Lung is a Loperyg pls and he 
bolongs to our school at home,” said 
Harry. “But if he were a stewards’ 
‘bog, you would still have to treat him 
tivilly, Mr. Vanderpeck. You are not 
‘Taz Maaxer Lisrasy.—No. 1,186. 


on 2 Dutch East India island now, 
‘where you can bully natives es much as 
you like,” 

“Hear, hear!” said Bob Cherry. 

“You ill-imannered brute” exclai 
Frank Nugent indignantly. 

‘Vanderpeck glared at the juniors. His 
look showed that he would have beon 
giad to rush et them, hitting out right 
and left, 

Had ho yielded to that impulso tho 
Famous Five would not have been sorry. 
‘They were quite prepared to mop Up 
the deck of tho Silver Star with Vander- 
Peck, big and muscular as he was. 

But the Dutchman controled himself. 
He was accustomed to hendling 6 native 
grew on the schooner that bad gono 
down, using feet and fists indiscrimin- 
ately’ in dealing with them. But he- 
realised that he could not uso either 
fists or feet in dealing with the school- 
boy passengers on the yacht. 

He grunted something in guttural 


Dutch, and swung away. 

“Pig!” remarked Johnny 

“The pigfulness is terrific!” said 
Hurrce Jamset Rem Singh. “Tho 


Puuchfuluess of his esteemed and 
Iudierous nose would be the proper 
caper.’ 

He will get it punched if he doesn’t 
behave, himself!” said Wharton, frown: 
Ing. sDid the bruto hurt you, Wun 

nag?” 

‘Tho Chinese junior grinned cheerily. 

‘No hultee,"? he said.“ Allee light! 
Ho no likve Chinese, that Dussman. Mo 
nig likeo that Dussman plenty too tauch, 
either. Io plenty bad ogg.” 

‘Yho little Chineo's slanting eyes were 
following tho Dutchman’ curiously. 
Vanderpeck took no further heed of 
him. ‘To him, Wun Lung wea only 
Chink, Tike "any vother Chink. But 
Harry Wharton & Co., to thoir eurprisa, 
‘saw that there was recognition in Wun 
Lang's look “at the survivor of tho 
Sundabund. 


Whatever it was Wun Lung knew of 
Vandorpeck, they could, guess. that it 
was not to the Dutcbman’s credit. 

Wun Lung had missed the scene the 
night bofore, and this was tho first time 
he had observed the Dutchman. As 
juniors sat in the deckchairs under the 
awning, waiting for Ferrers Locks, to 
come on deck, the little Chinee asked 
questions, and they gave him a full 
account of tho finding of the dinghy with 
‘Vanderpeck in it. 

Wun Luvg listened with keen 
attention. 

““Fellers Locke plenty cleves!” he 

no news.” eaid Harry 


remarked. 
“That's 
Wharton, with a smile, “But what 
have you got in your noddle now, kid?” 
‘Wun Lung smniled. 
“Mo tinkee Fellers Locke tinkee foul 
play along that dinghy!” he answered. 
‘Wharton started. 
“Foul play?” ho repeated. 
“My hat!” ejaculated Bob Cherry, 
and the juniors looked at one ancther. 
Tt was a new idea to them. 


“Blessed if I see it,” said Johnny 
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Bull. “Why should ono castaway in @ 
boat want to hurt the other?” 

“Me no savey! That Duseman plenty 
bad egg,” seid Wun Lung. “Me no 
ftlust that Dussman one copper cach! 
Mo tinkee Fellers Locke tinkes foul 
play along the dinghy. ‘That why he 
no believe what Dussmian say; that why 
he stop along sca, lookeo fol othel man, 
What you tinkee?” 

‘Tho juniors were silent, 

‘They knew the statement thet the 
Dutchman had made, and which bi 
been duly entered in the log of the 
Silver Star. According to him, the 
schooner Sundabund, & trader of the 
islands, had struck an unknown reof in 
the night, and gone down in the Indian 
Ocoan. The native crew of Malays and 
Kanakas and Chinks had panicked, 
seized the larger boat, and fled, whether 
surviving or not, Vanderpeck had no 
knowledge. He ‘and tho skipper had 
escaped in the dinghy, and had beon 
without food and water for two do; 
At sunset on tho socond day Captain 
Dario, mad with thirst, had drunk eos. 
water, lost his senses, and tumbled out 
of the dinghs, and Vandorpeck had oon 
no more of hi 

‘That was the gist, of the Dutchman's 
statement, and the juniors saw nothing 
to doubt in it. 

‘Yet now that 
mado the sugges 


acute Chinese junior 


. they could see thi 
it was, probable that Ferrers. Locke 
doubted. 

Certainly he had not trusted to 
Vanderpeck's information as to tho time 
when Dario had gono over from the 
boat. Had ho believed it, it was, nob 
likely that ho would havo lingered on 
the spot in tho hopo of picking up 
Captain Din 

“T wonder” said Bob at last. “Very 
likely Ferrers Locke, saw something 
the dinghy that wo didn’t notice, The 
jolly old Dutchman never knew that ho 
was going to fall in with tho koenost 
detective in the wido world,” 

“Well, we've got the other man now,” 
said Nugent. “‘Thero’s no doubt that 
he had a bad knock on the head.” 

“That's certain,” said Wharton 
thoughtfully. 

“Ho will tell us, what happened as 
soon as ho comes to,” said Johnny Bull; 
“and if thero was foul play wo've gob 
shat Dutchman safe.” 

“Perhaps that’s wha¥s worrying, the 
fellow,” grinned Bob Cherry. |“ He 
seams to bo in a frightful tempor.” 

Ferrers Locke came on deck at Insts 
‘The Dutchman, who had been staring 
sullenly at the soa, drew near to heat 
him as be spoke to the juniors. 
prise the man come to, vir? asked 

larry. 

Locke shook his head. 

“No. Ho has suffered extremely, and 
he is still unconscious. ‘The blow on the 
head was severe, and he had a long im 
mersion in the sea. ‘The poor fellow 
Jost consciousness in the wate 
had his wits about him, evid 
ho was first in the sca, for he tied him- 
self to tho oar to keep afoat. Had we 
not picked him up he could scarcely 
have survived many hours longer; but 
now I haye every hope of saving him.” 

“He will live?” said Bob. 

“1 think so.” 

“And when he comes to—” Bob 
broke off and_glanced at the Dutch 
man’s face. The sweat was trickling 
down it. 

“"He has not spoken. yet, mynheor?” 
asked Vanderpeck. and his rough voice 
had ¢ peculiar quiver in it, 

“Not yet,” answered Locke. 
“But you think—how 


long—* 


EVERY SATURDAY 


‘YVanderpeck’s eyes were anxtousty on the 
Bakor Streot detective’s face. 
“That 1 cannot say, but I do not 


expect him to recover consciousness 
to-day,” said Locke. “To-morrow, no 
doubi 


many yea . 
among the islands with 
‘You will let mo take care of my ship- 
mate and watch by him.” 

Locke's look was indefinable as it 
dwelt on the Dutchman's eager face, 


° 
and I wish: ; ° 

“You must leave it to mo to decide, 
Mr, Vandorpeck.” # 

Ferrers Locko turned away with that, 
the Dutchman's eyes following him 
veredarsock lounned aw 

Sinlerpeck lounged away; and Wun 
ned at the juniors, and winked 
Sup slanting eye. 

“Dussman wanteo muct 
tick man,” ho remarked. ms 
Eek man wakeo talkee, mo tinkeo. 

toh, draw it mild (™ exclaimed Bob 
rtled. “You surely don’t 
oke off. ‘The thought 
yut into i yrds. 


kee e plenty 
sick man no talkee 
Nmore., Fellors Locke 

Daseman, put 


iornan leave. to watch by 
Eiex'atfiperatet™ And thoy wondered 
Wr might have been happen: 
‘ing dinghy when in the 
the lighte of the Silver Star 
feamo to the eyes of the casbaw 
lonely waters of the Indian Ocean. 


‘THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
‘Buntar’s Parrot t 


4 RAT the bird!” 
D's 
‘ack cackle! 


‘The Groyfriars follows 


ssid Mr. 


amiled. 

In the hot afternoon Mr. Greon had 
bls parrot on deck, and was onco more 
endoavouring to teach him to talk. 

‘The mate of tho Silyer Star bad 
‘almost given up hope of success, and 
almost made up bis mind that that 
seven dollars at Singapore was a dead 
Toss, when he received from tho steward 
Ake surprising information that Baldwin 
ae talked that morning. 

ft 


vain <r, Groon gav 
avgar and talked to 
tones. ‘The parrot refused to ackno 
Tedge a single romark, except by a most 
J eackle. Of cackle he had an 
ed supply, but of words nous. 
hor tho bird!” said. Mr. Groan. 
‘ain't as if he hasn't talked at all, 
He's talked once, and the stoward heard 
him. Why can’t be talk again? That's 
‘what I want to know.” 


Billy Bunter grioned, 

“Like eno to teach hirat” ke asked. 
jot, Green granted. He had the 
lowest possible opinion of Bunter and 
ail his works. Yet he had to admit that, 
‘according to Rawson, it wes Bunter who 
had induced the patrot to talk on the 
solitary occasion when Beldwin had 


See what you can do, 


im talk fast enough if he 
“Look here, 


Mr. Green, he’s no uso to you, You 
give him to me, and I'll make him 

talk.” 
“I gave seven dollars for that 
runted Mr. Green. “That 


gapore said he was easy to 


Malay must have bern 


[ee 


know that Billy 
ventriloquist. 

Bunter remained on deck, heedless of 
tea 


Bunter way 8 


Mr. Greon shook @ stubby foredngor 
at tho parrot, who, perched on the 
cabin skylight, blinked back ot him 
with colemn ced eyes. Baldwin was 
Quite a tamo parrot, and a good-tem- 
pered bird. His only drawback was 
that he wouldn’t talk, and that all his 
owner's efforts to induco him to do #0 
were in vain. 

“Talk; you brute!" growled Mr, 
Greon. ' “Talk, you bally gea-lewyor! 
T've = thumping good mind to wring 
your bally nock, if' you don't, talk !” 

“Leave him to me,” said Bunter, 
“You'll nevor make him talk in e month 
of Sundays. I've got a lot of powor 
over birds and animals—the power of 


“Toll the steward what you think of bim, Baldwin,” sald Bunter, ‘He, ho! 


Pletace 1°” eame—or seemed to come—from the 


rot. “*Ugly mug! Red 


nose | Whose whisky have you been mopping up? He, he 1” 


a 


seonded from Ananias, or George 


Washington,” chuckled Bob Cherry. 

look here, I'll buy him from 

and Pay up when | we reach 
to 


id,” suggested Bunter 


being 
who can’t trust a friend with « loan; 
but I’m expecting some postal orders 
when we get bome—” 

Grunt from Mr. Green, He did not 
know so much about Bunter’ 


ingrateful fe 


postal orders as tho Groyf 
knew. but he had learned 
abot iver Star. 
He appeared disinclined to trust to the 
fat junior’s promise of future payment. 

“Pd like that parrot.” ssid, Bunter, 
“1 could sell him at a good figure, ab 
home, after teaching bim to talk.” 

‘Mr. Green grunted again. 

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! ‘There's tea!” 
said Bob Cherry. and the Famous Five 
and Wuo Lung went below. 

For once. Billy Bunter did not seem 
to be in a hurry for a meal. He was, 
in fact, rather glad to sce the othor 
follows clear off. If that parrot was 
going to talk, it was better for him not 
to do 60 in the presence of fellows who 


the eyo, you know, I just fix my eyor 
on them —” 

“All four?” asked Mr. 
castically. 

Bunter snorted. ‘This was chook from 
and Buntor very, nearly told 
But not quite. ‘Thore was no 
tolling what Mr. Green might have 
done, "had Bunter told him what be 
thought of him, 

“Talk, you brute!” snapped Mr. 
Green. ‘Talk, you, swab! ‘Tall, you 
red-eyed lubber v 

Baldwin romained unmoved. 

“That swab Rawson was dreaming!” 
growled Mr. Green. “‘Tho brute nover 
talked at all! Ho can’t talk 

“Tl make him talk, if you'll give 
him to mo!” said Bunter. 

“You!” said Mr. Green, whose 
tempor had suffered from Baldwin. 
“You! ,Why, you can’t talk’ sense 
yourself 1” 

“Look here!” hooted Bunter. 

“Well, Tll toll you what!” said tho 
exasperated Mr. Green, “You try your 
luck, and if you make him talk I'll give 
him'to you, and if you don't, F'll kick 
you down the hatchway.”” 
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Groen sar- 


“Done!” said Bunter ex once. 

Mr. Green looked at him darkly. 

“Mind, T mean it!” he said. 

“80 do I!” grinned Bunter. 

“Ima man of my word!” said Mr. 
Greco, “Make him talk, 
yours. Dut if he don't talk, you get 
my boot, hard” 

a & gol” said Buntor. 

“Well, heave ahead, then!” said Mr. 
Greon, and be awung’ back his foot a 
Rttle, ‘as if in preparation for fulfilling 
‘tho bargain. 

Bunter gavo a fat little cough. 

“Talk away, Baldwin!” he said. 
“Tell Mr. Green what you think of his 


In it a f2c0?” came from the parrot. 
Me. Greon almost fell on the deck, 
“Holy smoko! He's talking!” he 
geaped. Wo stared blankly at the re- 
markable bird that had so suddenl: 
1 endowed with tho power of 


speech, . 

“I told you I'd make him talk,” eaid 
Bunter. “Go on, Baldwin!” 

“Ob, give us @ rest!” came from the 
solemn-oyed parrot, “I'm fed-up with 
‘that_man Green. He’s a silly ass!” 
ho, he!” contributed Bunter. 

Mr.’ Green staggerod away a few 
paces, his eyes fixed on tho parrot in 
something like horror. 

My, word!" he gasped. “My 
word 


Several of the yacht's crew drew near, 
staring on in amazemont. Most of them 
fhad heard talking parrots boforo; but 
thoy had nevor board a parrot talking 
like this, 

Now that Baldvrin had begun to talk, 

‘wont on with it, 

“Call yourself a sailor?” ho said. 
‘How many ships have you piled up in 


Four times You ought to be mate of a 
Yhames barge! ‘That's your mark, 
ireen.”” 
“Great tornadoes!” gaspod Mr. 
roen., 


“Tt worries me! it w face, or 
ure-hoad off » wreck?” 

ore was 4 chuckle from the scame! 
and Mr. Green glared round at ther 
They faded out of the picture instantly. 
Well, ‘my word 1 

staring at the parrot again. 
brute oan talk {f he likes! It’s un- 
canny. I’ve heard hundreds of talking 
parrots, but { never hoard one talk like 
rd before, I'd never have believed 


“Oh, came from 
Baldi 0 sailor! You on 
‘@ steam-yacht! You ought to be before 


tho mast on a wind-jemmer! “Yah!” 

‘Mr. Green crimsoned with wrath. 
Had’ o human being addressed that, 
deadly insult to him, Mr. Green would 
havo replied with his knuckles, had the 
apesker boon ‘his owner. But he could 
ot very well punch = parrot, He bod 


wanted Baldwin to talk. Baldwin was t 


falking now, with a vengeance. Mr. 

Green glared at the unconscious parrot 

in mingled wrath and amazomont, 
Billy ‘Bunter chuckled. 


That's wy parrot uow!” be 
EGR gasped Me. 
” gasped Mr. Green. 
“A. bargsin’s s bargain P? sa 
Bunter. “You said I could have him if 


T made him talk! | Well, D've made 
him talk, haven't 12” 

Mz. Green could not deny it. 

“Ho's yours!” he gasped. | “Take 
him away! You've ‘malo him talk; 
ut if ho talks to me Tike that, any 
more, I'l wring his bally neck. Take 
him away 
lly Bunter picked up tho 
‘Tae Macxer Lisnanr.—No. 1,126. 
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THE MAGNET 


and he's the 


and lodged him on a fat shoulder. The 
pcs. who had often sat on Mr. 

eon's shoulder, seemed | contented 
there. The fat j 1 rolled helow with 
him, and Mr. ‘dreen shook a fist after 

“exasperating bird es he went. 

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Whet ace, you 
doing with Green’s parrot!” exclaimed 
Ba ‘Cherry, as Bunter rolled into the 


loon. 
“My parrot!” answered Bunter 


My hat! Hoa Green given bim to 


‘You; I made him talk.” 
‘Gammon ” 


again, and let 
us bear him” said Bob suspiciously. 
Bunter shook his he: 
He's not used to it yet,” he explained. 
“I don’t want to tire him. I'm always 
gonsiderate, ax you know. I hope yout 
fellows haven't scoffed the cake.” 
‘And Bunter eat down to tea. He was 
Tate for a meal, for onco in his fat 
‘but, in the circumstances, 
red that it was worth it, 


THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 


At Midnight 1 
SRRERS LOCKE lifted his head, 


man who lay in tho bunk in th 
_, cabin of the detective-skippor of 
tho Silver Star. 

It was the Erst sign of returning 
consciousness. 

Locke was stretched. on the settco in 
the enbin, He had given up his berth 
to the sick man, and he took his watch 
Below on the scitoo. Right bells had 
lately atcuck, | Tt was past anidoight, 

In their staterooms, Harry Wharton 

. wero sound asleep. Mr, Greon 


glimmering stars tho yacht throbbod 
her ‘way across the 
tho Indian Ocean. 

Ferrore Locke was resting, but he was 
not sloping. Ever since the sick man 
had beon placod in the berth ho had 
never been left alone. During the day, 
various persons had taken turne {0 
watoh by him, though Locke had ro- 
Ee xd to allow Vanderpeck to take uo 

7a. 

As the low, faint moan oame, Ferrers 
od then stepped from 


i was burning in the 
cabin, and the face of the man in th 
bogth showed white in it 

is eyes were opon now, staring up 
wildly ‘at the detective. Bat thero’ waa 
ho consciousness in them. ‘The man had 
awakened from his long lethargy, but 
not in his son 
‘His whito 
(0 catch the words. 
“ho belt !” 

‘Tho words came faintly but distinctly. 
‘Tho feoble hand of the sick man 
‘as if in search of tho article he named. 

“Tho bolt! The money-belt! Hands 
off Ahi” 

‘The eyes closet once more. Look 
bent over the man. fle war unconscious 
again; but bis breathing was regular, 
und there was a faint flush of colour in 
the whito face. 

Ferrors Locke returned to tho settea, 
and stretched himself upon it agai 

hore yea a thoughtful frown on 
brow. Those faint words, uttered 


‘shadowed waters of 


q 
un- 


consciously by the mau, had given 
him a cine, ; 
‘Ho lay silent, his bead resting on a 


cushion, thinking. There was a faint 


mas taking his watch on deck. Under gl 
“Tako your face away!” said Bald. th 


es, 
lips moved, and Locke bent 


EVERY SATURDAY 


sound at the door, and it opened softly. 
For s second a grim smile crossed the 
faco of Ferrers Locke, ‘Then his face 
became expressionless, and he closod his 
ages, as if in slumber. Only the merest 
slit of one eye remained open. Serrers 
Locke appeared to be sleeping, but be 
was watching. 

In the doorway stood the Ogure of 


Vandorpeck, 
The Dutchman stood there, motion 
less, quict, His sharp eyes, undor tho 
beetling brows, searched "tho room. 
They rested on’ Ferrers Locke, and he 
waited full minute, watching and 
listening. 

Then, softly, he stepped farther in, 
and closed the dc B 

bub 


1¢ door, 

Again ke stopped and listens 

from the Baker Strect detoctive thore 

came no sound or movement. ‘To, all 
appearance he was sunk in a doop 
lumber. 

‘A grin flickered over the faco of the 
Dutchman, 

Silently he stepped towards tho borth, 
and stood looking down on the man 
who bad been his skippor and ship- 
mate. 

He looked round over his shoulder at 

he Ferrors Locko had nob 
stirred. Vanderpeck drew closor to tho 
berth, and his hand hovered over the 

inan. A few moments more and 
would have been pressed over tho 
mouth of tho unconscious man, shuttiog 
off tho fooble breath. 

“Stop” 


1 a quiot, almost whispering 
voice; but it startled tho Dutchman 
ike a clap of thunder. 

Ho uttered s gasping oxclamati 
and spun round. 

Ferrers Locko—with no sign of 
slumber about him now—was sitting up 
‘on the sottec; and an automatic in bis 
hand was beating directly on the Dutche 
man. ver the lovelied barrel his eyes 


jeamod. 
“Stand away from the berth !” 
“Ach!” gasped Vanderpeck, 
He oboyed tho order at onco, ‘The 
welled revolver, and the cool, cloar 
‘eyes bohind it, enforced obedienco, 
__ He moved towards the door, his burn- 
ing eyes on tho Baker Street detective, 
his muscular hands clenched, 

“Stop there” eaid Locke, 

Vanderpeck stopped. 

“What do you want hore?” 

‘Tho Dutchman breathed aed. 

“I came to—to look at him. I was 
ansious—ho is my shipmato—I wished 
to s00——" 


contemptnousiy, 
170 boon expecting this,” Ke 
“Stand where you oro, Jan 

lift a hand, and T will 


the 


‘You came bero, to make sure that 
Captain Durio would nev speak, to 
tell what happoned in the dinghy,” seid 
Loeke, in a low. level voice. ‘You 
have been watching for an opportunity 
all day, and I have taken care that you 
feund tone. Now you have taken the 
risk, because you dared not let him live 
till to-morrow, when he will recover 
his senses and speak. You scoundrel, 
Thave known your game all! along 1” 

‘fhe Dutchman did not spesk. The 
hate and rage that burned in bis eyes 
told of bis ings; but no word cama 
from his ect lips. 

“T suspected you from the first,” went 
on the Baker Street detective, in, the 
Same low, level tone. “I knew there 


(Continued on page 12.) 


Locke smiled 
Phas 


said. 
Vandorpeck ; 


GATHER ROUND, YOU SOCCER FANS, FOR ANOTHER INTERESTING—— 


Fan) a 
oat Sheets) 


BN 


NE of the reasons why #o many questions crop up in 
rogard to the game of football in because the alee of 
the gamo, as given offcinlly, do not always moan what 
thoy tay.” ‘Taleo aa typical oxamplo & point whish ts 

raised this week by a young playor of a junior side in Bristol, 

‘Ho hao been roading through the rulos and regulations— 

‘8 cours whioh I commend to all young playors—and has 

‘stumbled acroso this phrase. “No playor may leavo tho field 

Sf play dating the colime of a match, or sovurn to it, without 

the pormiasion of the reforee. 

‘This resdor points out, that this is a role which is broken 
ozens of time ta practically evory match. For example, every 
timo a playor goos ovor the touchline to tirow the ball ia‘he has 

‘actually lott tho fold of play. Whon o playor takes a comer 

Kick he stops outside tne lasing arvn, ad tho sare, thing 

hhoppens when the goelkceper has io got the ball from bel 

‘the not when it haa beon kicked past tho goal. 


‘What the rule really means—and this is what it should say— 
fs that 


when a player for any reason definitely retires 

from the game for a spell, and also leaves the 

‘arena—that ts, goes to the dressing-room—he 

trust request the permission of the referee Defore 
loing a0, 


‘and must also aoquaint tho referes with his intention to come 
back whon ho ia ogain roady. 

‘This idea of gotting tho pormisaion of tho referee to “ go off ” 
dosn't even apply to the playor who is token ovor the touch. 
Yin whilo @ temporary injury receives attention, In this case 
{tho pormission to leave tho field is od to have been given, 
because in moot oAses tho refervo tells tho trainer to take the 
Playor off so thal the garo may be continued, Moreover, 
frvording to my interpretation of the * leaving the Gold ” rule, 
‘ai player who fa this way does go boyond the touchline for 
repute can roturn to the Gold at any momont ho thinks ft 

thout acqaiating tho roleree or waking his permission. 


crvaLLy, this pint, ne already cropped up in the 
course of play this season. Bisckpest wore playin 
flsckbura! Rovers inn ancashiss Gupte. fears 
‘8 Blackburn player, wea hurt in the course of the 
1¢, and went beyond the touchline for s few moments 
Sule’ che trainer gave hime rub down. Sash a2 Tmcie wes 
Ubovt ft again, the play suddenly bocarsn oerious feom the point 
St viow of the Blackburn club, and without aay waening tho 
Gnjured player dashed on to the field and repelled tho attack. 
Wes imtie justified in thie action ? 

My reply is thet the injured playor was not setine contrac 
to tho spirit of tho mules, 1 remember n similar, and in some 
ayo armoing faidanconnectet wit che Gop Final ot 1012 
hen Barnoley best Weet Brormerich Allon. “Cho game was 
Taing roplayed at Braaall Lane ground. Glendinning, » Barns- 


al-back, who Ister wont to pl 


wuld be done, Glendinning had to take 
‘The play veored against his sido, 


off hia boot. 
and the player noticing this, suddenty dashed 


on to the fleld—with only one boot on. The 
other boot was teft in the hands of the trainer. 


‘The oplookers laughod—or at least those of thom who ware not 
annoyed laughed, for this must surely have boon the only 
‘occasion on which @ mau has token any part ins Cup Finat wit 
‘ene foot only covered by a stocking. 

‘The incident raised a lot of talk owing to the fact tha: tho 
reforeo on that occasion dida't say 8 word to Glendinning, 


1» greatest authority, on, fot= 
Balt Peete eno iate Ow Ota 
Rett 

should I say insction 1—ot the roforee was 


uphold, it boing decided that tho playor hed a right to come on 
jot when he chose to do so, 


cnburg, Twit 
funny incidont. igh. sicrous the fold to 
Joo Hulme, the Arsonal outside-right, who plays orioket for 
}iddlovox during tho summer. Hulme was standing well inside 
the line-—that i, on the fold of play—and whether he forgot 
that he was playing footbsll and not oricket I don't now. 
Anyway, tho player caught the (ootball in his hands perfootly, 
sod ot ‘Sourse, the rofores gave a freo kick for " hands” against 
‘Tho probable explanation of Hulme's conduct was that he 

thought tho ball was over the lino, and his idea was to catch it 
and throw it in quickly. Bot 

as he caught the leather before it went out of 

play, there seas nothing for the referee to do 

but to award a free kick. 


‘The confusion of cricket ond football was illustrated the 


play. 
Ry ba 0 footballer and wound u 
“ { should think that the centuries which 


‘with this somtonoo, 
wmamond hos mad 


particular soout had confused Haromond, the Pulham 

‘ond Suss0x cricketer, with Walter Hammond, the 
England batsman who played in tho recent orios of "Tost 
meichés against Australia. Welter Hammond plays for 
Gloucester at crickot, and is no longer a footballer, though ft 
moy be added that at one time Walter Hammond 'was a pro- 
fessional footballer on tho books of the Bristol Rovers Club, 


HERE comes from Glasgow a time-keeping question 
which is apropos of an inoident in a recent matoh 
botwoon Coltic and Quoen’s Park. "The referee signalled 
for timo ; the playors went off the field, and the speo- 

tatora began to go home, On rosching tho, dressing-room, 

howover, the referee had his attention drawn to tho fact that 
he lsd played two minutes short. ‘The man with the whistle, 
examining his watch again, agreed thot thie way go, and hi 
ordered the playors to turn dut agaia for the two minutes whiob, 
had besa played short. 

in the two ininutes, Quocn’s Pack scored goal, and the Celtio 
followers thought that. this was hard luck, 8 the goal scored. 
whon play was resumed meant the loss of @ point, However, 
the referee was withia bis rights in taking tho ployers back to 
finish the proper time. Indoed, he would have been, wror 

‘not to tako tho players back: whoa he discovered that ho be 

mado e mistako, es tho rules say 


tat « game shalt consist of three-quarters of 
an hour each way. 


I remember an oocasion some time ago when the referee 
discovered that he hed played short time. He asked the men 
to tura out agein, but some of them were already in the bath, 
‘and they refused to do so.“ All right,” said the refores, "i 
you don’t tara out we shall play the extra minutes without 
you.” ‘That convineed the players of the necessity of getting 
Back into theit football togs as quickly ax possible, 
“OLD REV,” 
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SAVED FROM THE SEA! 


Wontinued from page 10.) 


had been foul play when I stepped into 
tho dinghy last night.” 

‘Vanderpeck started. 

“You did not know, when sou hurled 
your companion from the boat at sight 
af a ship's lights bearing down on you, 
that you would have to deal with a 
detective !” said Locke. “No doubt any 
ether skipper would bave picked you up 
and accepted your talo without douby 
and you would have been safe. | Ui 
fortunately for you, it was not an 
ordinary skippor you had to deal with, 
but. a detective 1” 

‘tho Dutchman clenched his hands 
harder. It scemed, for a moment, that 
hho would spring on tho Baker Street 
detective, risking tho revolver. But he 
ebocked himself,” and stood still. 

“You would have denied that there 
had been another, man, in. the boat,” 
‘went, on Locke, “But in tho darkness 
his hat had fallen, and you had not 
noticed it. ‘Then you told mic that ho 
had gono’ mad with thirst, and fallen 
into tho sea at sunset I knew it was 
a lio!” 

Ho smiled faintly. 

“Tam accustomed to using my eyes. 
Mr. Vanderpock. ‘There was a spot of 
blood near whoro the hat Toy—and, tho 
hat itself was smeared with it. ‘The 
blood was wet and fresh, 1 knew that 
only a short, timo could have. clapsed 
neo a blow had been struck. ‘The man 
had not gono over at sunset; he had 
gone over only a short time before we 
Foached vou, And you had struck him 
down and thrown him into the sea.” 
uiver ran through the Dutch- 
avy frame. 

“Ag I reconstructed tho scene in my 
mind,” purstied tho Baker Street det 
“you struck him suddenly, pe 
bably with an oar. Ho was holding t) 
other oar, and lio rotained it in, his 
FLEP Peinans, attempted. to, defend 
imself with it. Ho fell in tho boat, 
and you carricd out your purposo— 
robbery !” 

‘Tho Dutchman started ogain. 

“When you left tho sinking Sunda- 
bund you had nd time, to savo any of 

our clfects. Dut Cartain Durio carried 

ig monoy in a belt—and yon knew it!” 

Locka, watching the man's whitening 
face, knew that ho had hit tho mark. 
‘Tho ineohorent muttering of tho sick 
ian had given him tho eluo to tho 
motive for tho crime that had beco 
enacted in tho drifting dinghy. 
“You toro tho belt from him 
tinued Ferrera Locke. 
head had knocked 
had not stunned him. Ho was still con- 
eigns, and doubtless attempting to 
resist,’ when you pitched him into tho 
tea, for ho still kept his hold upon tho 

With the remaining oar yon mado 
way you could, leaving him to 
—or to tho sharks.” 

‘Tho Dutchman stood as if rooted to 
tho @oor, His exes burned as. they 
were fastened on the Baker Street 
dotective's face. 

“You know that he had the money- 

It, and you had planned to rob him 

went on Locke. “But you held 
ur hand till thero was a chance of 

cing picked up. If you wera to perish 
with Durio in the open boat, the money: 


BETTER THAN EVER! 


mai 


con- 
"Tho blow on the 
im out, though it 


of 


THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL 


GOT YOURS YET ? 
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belt was useless to at was when 
you savy tho lights of this yacht, in the 
hight, bearing doyn towards you, you 


made up your mind to act, and your 
treachery ‘took the poor fellow by 
surprise.” 

He paused. 


“Do you deny it?” he added. 

‘The Dutchman's thick lips curved in a 
sayage snce: 

“Ach! What is the use, when Duric, 
in the morning, will tell you the saime 
tale?” ‘ho answered. “You aro very 
clever, Mynheer Locke! I did not know 
that I should havo a detective to deal 
with, Any ordinary skipper would have 
Treen’ satiséed with my story. Ach! 
Durie had fivo hundred pounds in bank: 
notes in his belt; T had nothing! I 
never liked him,’ Many times ho had 
rated mo for kicking the Kanakas, and 
I knew that ho intended to eut me adrift 
and get a new mate for the Sundabund. 
‘And, sinco you know so mucb, Mynheer 
Locke, I will tell you more,’ It was I 
who ran tho schooner on the reef, in 
revenge on him, and for the sako of the 
money-belt that I knew he always 
carried, and which I should have a 
hance, to secure when wo took to tho 

oats.” Mi 

“Tam not surpriseed to hear it,” 
said Locko quietly, “and but for the 
chanco that it was’ Ferrers Locke who 
picked you up, yoa would have suc- 
ecoded, and escaped scot-free. Lay the 
money‘belt on the table.”” 

‘Tho Dutchman hesitated a moment. 
‘Then he unbuckled a belt from under 
ig shirt and laid it on tho table, in 

Tt was a leather belt, lined 
with pockets on tho inside, and the 
pockets wero stuffed full. 


“And now, mynheer—" breathed 
the Dutchman, 
“Now,” said Ferrers Locke—‘now 


that there is no further doubt in the 
matter, Mynheer Vanderpeck, you will 
ho put, in. irons, and handed over, to 
the authorities when we reach Aden.” 

He roso from tho settee. 

“Open that door and walk before 
me,” he said, with a gesturo with tho 
‘automatic. 

“You are the master here 
Vanderpeck sullenly. 

“Quite! Open tho door—softly! I 
do not desice the sleeping man yondor 
to bo disturbed.” 

‘Tho Dutehi 


said 


n turned to th door. 
His manner was ono of complete sub- 
mission; but his eyes, under his bectling 
brows, wero burning with desperation. 
Tlis hand was on tho door, when, with 
the sudden swiftness of “a tiger, he 
whirled round and leaped at tho Baker 
Stroct detectiv 

Tt was seldon 


t Forrers Locke was 
fen by. surprise; but that sudden 
tigerish spring surprised him. Ho had 
lowered the automatic, and tho Dateh 
man was upon him in tho fraction of @ 
second. . 

‘Vanderpeck was taking chances with 
death—ehanees that. only” an. utterly 
Gesperate man would have taken, But 
Ghanee favoured bim. Tis forse grasp 
losed on Ferrers Locke, and tho detec. 
five staggered back and fell. His head 
struck wiolently on the Moor of the 
“AV enderpesk panted 

jaiderpesk panted. 

ven as ho sprawled over the fallen 
dctectiva, he expected to hear tho ring 
of tho revolver, to feel a bullet searing 
through flesh "and bone, ‘Then be 
Fealiced that chance had favoured him, 
Strangely and unexpectedly 

Ferrers Locke, stunned by the crash 
of his head on the cabin floor, lay 
Short beneath him, end the Datekman, 
in amazement and savago joy, stared 
down at a face from which consciousness 
ied fled. 
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‘THE NINTH CHAPTER. 
Wun Lung Takes a Hand! 


Ww ‘N_LUNG listened. 


Harry Wharton’ & Co. in 
their berths, were sleeping 
soundly. From Billy Bunter’s 


room came a rumbling snore. 
But the little Chines’ was not 
sleeping. 
‘Tho junior from the Flowery Land 


hed not closed his slanting eyes that 
night. Wun Lung had sat in the dark- 
ness and watched and listened, with his 
doge gn inch ajar, . ‘ha 
10 was not surprised when 
Datehman's doce. opened soltly "and 
Vanderpeck stepped out, into the alloy- 
way, and went along with noiseless foot- 
steps to Ferrera Locke's enbiny 
> diseppeared, and Wun Lung 
stopped atin Ha tom. tho TUS 
Chinee's slanting eyes gleamed, and in 
his yellow hand he grasped a heav; 
Malacca stick Silently he cached 
Locke's door and stopped thero. 

Locke was in the eabin, he knew that. 
And he knew, too, that the Dutehm 
had entered ik, 

He remained at tho door and listened, 

His suspicion of the Dutchman wa 
strong, amounting to. certainty. But 
Forrers Locke was there, and Jorrors 
Locke was certain to be on his guard, 
for Wun Lung was assured that Locke 
shared his suspicion of tho Dutchman, 
And in a few moments he heard @ mure 
mur of voices from within. 

Ho could not hoar the words, but he 
knew the toncs of Ferrers Locko’s voi 
‘The detective was speaking softly, evic 
dently not to disturb tho sick man in 
the berth. 

Wun ing listened, 
dubious. “Ho had not the 
of tho intention with which Vanderpeck 
had entered thy cabin. Ho had gone 
thers to silence Durie, taking the eisk of 
Locko being on his guard. Locke, ¢ 
dently, was awake, for it was tho mur. 
mur of his voice that Wun Lung could 
hoar, with an ocoasional guttural sound 
from the Dutchman. 

‘Tho little Chinco dehated in his mind 
whether to return to his state-room and 
bod, for it did not, seem that his inter- 
vention was needed. Locke was awake, 
and Vanderpeck could not possibly carry 
out, his purpose while the dotective was 
fon his guard. But with the caution that 
a5, part of his Chincso nature, he 
resolved to remain where he was till 
Vandorpeck was safely out of the cabin, 
allo listened, and tho voicon ceased ab 
ast. 

What was gging on in the cabin was 
e mystery to Won Lang. ‘Thoro was 
brief silence, and then— 

‘He heard the sound of a fall, 

‘Tho Chinese junior’s heart beat. 

Who had fallen—Ferrers Locko or the 
Dutchman? ‘Ther was no sound of @ 
struggle—silence followed the fall, 

Then a muttering, guttural voice, in 
tones of satisfaction, camo faibtly 
throngh the silenco. 

Ach] Goedo hemel! Ach P* 

It was not the Dutchman who bad 
fallen! 

‘Wan Long's tight hand closed hard on. 
tho Malacca. With his left ho pushed 
the door sofily open, 

‘In tho electric light that burned. 
brightly. in tho cabin the whole scene 
was instantly clear before his eyes. 

Ferrers Locko lay on his back, senso- 
less, his upturned faco’ whito ‘in. the 
light. ‘The Dutchman had grasped tho 
revolver that had fallen” from the 
Getective’s nerveless hand. He dared 
not fire a shot, which wonld havo 
alarmed the whole-ship. Grasping the 
barrel, ho swung up tho heavy butt of 


muzzled and 
test doubt 
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the automate, to bring it down with 
grash on ths unconscious detective’ 
head, “His back was to the door—his 
burning eyes, were fixed on the uncon- 
scious face of tho man who Iny at his 


od Fellers Locke savee this Chineo 


‘creep on deck and shoot the mato at hia 


b—then, with the automatic in his 
1and, to force the crow to provision 
thoat for him—or perhaps even to seize 
command of the yacht himself and steam 
to some spot where be could land in 
a 


Such were the half-formed, thoughts 
thronging “in the ‘Du "8 savage 
mind as be graspod the automatic and 
lifted tho heavy: butt to dash out the 
‘brains of tho man who lay at his feet. 

‘Buccess and escapo might havo beon 
hin But even as ho aimod | tho 
‘murderoue blow the door opened bohind 
bim, end Wun Lung’s eyes wero wy 
him, and the heavy Malacca descended. 

Grash! 
as Vandorpeck never knew what 

"ened 

iat stunning blow, erashing fairly on 
his hoad, soattored his sonses, A 
nillion sparks scemod to flash before his 
dazzled ayes, and with a faint groan ho 
oll senseless across the man ho would 
havo murdered, 

“Wan Lung had put, all 
his strength into the blow. 
Vanderpeck lay across 
Forrors Locks like a log. 

‘Tho Chinese junior gave 
him ono look, propared to 
ropeat tho blow. But it 
was not needed. Vander- 
ook was stunned, 

Wun Gung grinned. 

“No killy Fellore Locke 
this timey, ‘mo tinkeo!” 
ho murmured. 

He dropped the Malacca 
and dragged tho heavy 
Dutchinan from the deteo- 
tivo. Vanderpock rolled 
away holploasly. 

Wun Lung soinod a 
carafe and dashed the 
wator, into Forrers 
Locke's face. 

Tho dotective's 
opened. 

Ho stared round him 
wildly, trying to recover 
hig. toattered wits, while Wun Lung 
grinnod clown at hin. 

‘Locke endeavoured to rise, His head 
was swimming, and Wun Lung lent him 
his aid, ‘The detective gave ono glance 
‘at the sonsclese Duteh iad with the 
holp of the Chineso taggered to 
tho setico and sat down. 

‘Hia hand went to his aching head. 

“Good heavens ho breathed. 

“Alleo light!” said Wan Lung. “Me 
comey, ino knockee Dussinan along bead 
with slick, plenty too raucheo hard. He 
no, wantes any mole!” 

“But how—why—what——" Locke 
stared in amazomont at the little Chinee 
‘as ho pressed his hand to his bead. 

‘Wun Lung chuckled. 

“Mo savvy that Dussman plenty too 
much,” ho explained. ‘Mo no sloopee— 
smo watches eye plenty wide once. "Me 
garry, that plenty bad ogg. Ble ssrvy 

im along Canton, plenty long time ego. 
‘Mo watchee! What you tinkeo?” And 
tha little Chines chuckled again. 

‘There was # short silence. Locke's 


eyes 


head was aching from tho concussion 
with the cabin floor, but he was very 
soon himself again. 

“You've saved my life, Wun Lung,” 
he said quietly. 

‘The Chineso junior nodded. 

“Mo tinkee,” he assented, “that Duss- 
man knockes' out blains, sposeo mo no 
gatches him too quick. Alleo light! 

ior 
Mandarin Tang Wang. This Chin 
tsaveo Fellers Locko flom that plenty bad 
Dussman! Alles light!” 

Fereers Locke smiled faintly. 

“The man must be sccured at one 
ho said. “Call Mr. Green.” 

‘Wun Gang hurried from the ebin. 

‘Mr, Green's face, when he camo down 
and learned what had happoned, was 
@ study. 

“By gum!” ho said. “By gum!” 
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THE TENTH CHAPTER, 
Bunter Gos Wet! 
sym yy OT” said Bob Cherry. 
ial Ho mopped his. perspiring 
brow. 

Tt was hot at Aden, there 
was no doubt about that. It was nok 
morely hot, it was baking, Indeed, as 
Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh justly 
remarked, the bakefulness was terrific, 

‘The Famous Fivo were on deck, a3 tho 
Silvor Star lay in tho harbour.’ Billy 
Bunter, in a state almost of collapse in 
‘a deckchair, fanned himself feebly. 

Harry Wharton & Co, woro watching 
the boat taking Verrers Locke ashore, 
With him went tho (wo survivors of the 
Sundabund: Captain Durie, looking 
palo, but very nearly restored to health; 
tho Dutchinan, sullen aud savage, with 
irons on 


LY 
MPMI 2" 48 
OLE 


"it 


Vanderpeck’s flerce grasp closed on Ferrers Locke, and tho detective staggered back, his 


automatic dropping from his hand! 


“Got the scoundrel away from he 
and get the irons on him !” said Ferrer 
Locke. 

“Ay, ay, sir” 

Mr, Green called a couple of seamen, 
and the senseless Dutchman was carried 
away. Ho ws atill senseless when the 
irons ‘wore locked on 
likely to bo a long time 
recovered from Wun tangs blow. 

‘Wun Lung, with a cheery grin on his 
Tittle yellow face. wont back to his room, 
this time to bed. Ferrers Locks 
strotched himeclf on the setteo, wit 
aching head. At four bells he was 
sleeping, and Mr. Grosn remainod on 
deck. ‘Tho Silver Star throbbed on her 
‘ay under tho stars, and towards morn- 
ing the Dutelraan came to-his senses—to 
find himself @ prisoner and to hoar tho 
Saab Ue tes abs ceed AP 

jan Vauderpock, cursing savagely in 
guttural Dutch, realised thet his game 
was up, and that nothing eemained for 
him but to faco the sontence of the law 
when the yacht steamed into Aden. 


‘The skipper of tho Sundabund bad 
been very near to death, but Forrors 
Locke had pulled him through. A 
when consciousness camo back to hira, 
and ho had told what had happend in 
tho dinghy, it hod confirined in almost 
every detail Locke's theory of the 
tragedy of tho drifting boat. 

‘The skipper of tho Sundabund, waved 
a choory adicu to tho juniors lining the 
rail, as tho boat pulled away; and thoy 
waved back as choorily. ‘Tho skipper 
had lost his schooner; ‘bat ho had the 
surance to draw, and the nest-oge io 
his money-belt was till intact, thanks 
to Ferrers Locke. $0, ho went ashore 
at aden in cheory spirits. 

‘The dark face of Jan Vanderpeck was 
a contrast. ‘The Datchman sat huddled 
in his irons, sullen rago and bitterness 
in his looks. 

He glanced up at the Greyf 
tows on the yacht; and as his eves 
rested on Wun Lung, they blazed with 

(Continued on page 16.) 
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(Continued from 
page 13.) 


fury, and ho gristod his teeth, The 
Tittle Ghinee grinned down at him, and 
waved « yollow band. 

‘The juniors heard the Dutchman snarl! 
like a savage beast, ‘Then he. passed 
out of hearing, and scon out of sight, 
{as tho boat pulled ashore, 


“The rotter!” gaid Johnoy Bull, 
“He's going to pot what he's asked for, 
and f Rope boll got it strong.” 

"Yes, rather ” sgreed Wharton. 


“The ratherfulness is terrific,” re 
marked Hurreo Singh. “But for thé 
and ridiculous Wun Lung, 


estoamed ° 
would have cut short the excellent and 


exeorable career of the absurd Locke, 
‘Tho gladfulness to #00 the last of him is 
preposterous. 


Jo which all the juniors, fully con. 
la 


curred, ‘Thoy were extremely g 


409 the last of the Dutchman, 
“I say, you follows—" r 
“Hallo, allo, hallot Enjoying i 


old bean{” roared Bob Cherry. 

"I can't stand this heat 
Bunter. ; 
(Well, you’ge not standing it—you'ro 
sitting down 1” 

“You silly ass! If any of you fellows 
had any devency, you wouldn't be star- 
ing after that boat--you'd bo getting. mo 
& cooling drink!” suid Bunter. “I'm 
lying hore parchod—simply parched | 

ve ealled that beustly stoward three 
times, and he protends not to he 
Which of you fellows is going to got mo 
Jomon and soda?” 

‘Pho whichfulnons is torzific.” 

“What's tho matter with getting it 
yourself?” asked Bob. 

“Oh, really, Cherry—" 

‘Too lazy to movot” asked Johnny 


ull. 
“Beast !” 


‘moaned 


Throw a 


ponny,, sar! 
Arab voices 


o 
shilling!” came a cackle of 
from round the anchored yacht, and the 
juniors looked over the rail again. 

A crowd of Arab boys were swimming 
undor tho rail, grinning up, and gosticu: 
lating with brown hands. They were 
ther to divo for coine—a favourite 
game with the Arab youth of Aden. 

Bob Chorry, tossed » half-crown into 
the sea; and four or five of the youths 
dived after it at once. 

One of them came up with the coin 
stipped in his gleaming tooth. 

“Good man!” said Bob, 

“Throw a shilling, sar! Throw a 
penny 1” came the chorus. 

Enoh of the juniors tossed a coin, in 
turn, which was Promptly retrieved’ by 
ong or another of the ewimmers, 

Billy Bunter detached himself from 
the deckohair, and rolled to the rail, 
and blinked down ot the swimmers in 
the shining water. 
ae ‘them a dollar, Bunter,” said 

ob. 

‘Bunter sniffed, 
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“Don’t be mean, old fat man!” said 
Nugent. " 

“Oh, I'll throw them a dollar,” said 
Bunter, remembering that he hed a 
bad dollar in his pocket. One of the 
many bad dollars in China had becn 

jased on, Bunter at Canton; and. he 
ad’ ‘kept it ever. cin in the tape of 
passing’ it on jp elec. With a 
Goin. that was absolutely worthless, 
Bunter felt that he could afford to be 
generous for once. 

Ho took tho dollar between a 
finger and thumb, and lifted it hig! 
Tentodiatoly all the bright black eyes 
below were fastened on it. From the 
sea, the Arab boys could not, of course, 
seq, that it was a bad dollar, - 

“My hatt Bunter’s going to. pee 
with a dollar!” exclaimed Bob Cherry, 
in astonishment. “Are you ill, 


Bunter?” 
“Yahi” 

Bunter made motion of throwing 
tho dollar, and there was a scuttliny 
among the swimmers. But he kept it 
a (bis, hand “and grinned, ‘This was 


ing that the 
been thrown, gathered 
under tho rail again, their black eyes 
fastened on Bunter. 

“Throw a shilling, sar! 
dollar!” 


Bunter made another pretonce of 


Throw a 


throwing, and again thore was a scuttlo 
among the swimmers. Again they were 
disappointed. 


He, he, hel” cackled Bunter. He 
felt that he was getting his money's 
worth, especially an it was a bed dollar. 

“You fat frump!” growled Johnny 
Bull, “Chuck the dolar, 
ing tho goat! What are 
ing them for, 

"You mind 
torted Bui 
make tho niggers hop t” 

“Oh, Kok him” said Nugent, 

fe 


‘oF chuck play 
tasted 


and this timo he threw tho dollar.” Ho 
Pitched it as far from tho vessol as ho 
could, the swimmers a run for 


wholo crow turned 
in chaso of the whizzing dollar. It 
flashed in the sunlight, and struck tho 
water a dozen yards away ricochotted 
another dozen yards, and sank. Aftor 


M Eetey weet “poh that dollar? 
“Thes won't _ gel at dollar |” 
granted Johnny Bull. “What do a 
‘want to give them all that trouble for, 
you fat freak?” 

dat fe , 

Johnny Bull was mistaken. Ono of 
tho Arabs came up, with tho dollar in 
his shining Wwhito tocth, 
apect ane exclaimed Bob Cherry. 

“ Well done t” exclaimed Wharton. 

The Arab swam closo to the yacht. 
He did not scem happy at iz 
secured the prize. Immediately his 
teeth held tho dollar, he had discovered 
that it was a bad one. Ho took tho 
coin frum his mouth, in his dusky 
fogers, and glared up at the faces along 

9 a 

“What's tho matter with the chap?” 
asked Bob Cherry, in surprise. He 
ae "t seem pleased at bagging tho 

ollar. 

“Ho, he, ho!” chortled Bunter, 

“What are you cackling at, you fat 


enger Arabs. 


‘The Arab’s hand was thrown back, 
and the dollar came whizzing back to 
its owner. Bunter jumped. It was just 
15 woll for him that he juinped, for the 
coin came whitring like a bullet, and 
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Bunter certainly would have been burt 
had it landed on his fat visage as the 
angry Arab had intendod, 

‘As it ores, the whizzing. dollar missed 
Bunter by a couple of inches. But every 
bullet has its billet. ‘The dollar, whizz- 
ing past Bunter, caught Mz. Greon, who 
was passing along the deck, on the ear. 

‘There was a roar of surprise and 
wrath from Mr. Green. 

* hired » sped Bi 

s ertkey I” gasr unter, 

The dollar dropped at Mr. Green's 
feet, Ho rubbed his. car, and stared at 
it. Then he picked it up, 

“You young swabs!” cjaculated Mr, 
Green. “If you must throw money to 
teat scum, don't throw them bad money. 

pat ecu, 

villain!” roared Bob 
erty. 
“Esky, you fellows —” 
“Might “have guessed it was a bad 
dollar, if Bunter was writhing to give it 


away |” growled Johnny Bull 


“Ob, really, Bull—" | 
Mr. 'Green threw tho coin into the 
sea, and then shook an angry fist at the 
Arabs, His car was hurt, and had not 
Bunter been a passenger’ on board the 
Silver Star, there was no doubt that 
Bunter’s fat oar would havo beon hurt 
also. As it was, tho mato's wrath was 
expended on the Arabe, 
Sheer off, you scum!” he hooted. 


some of you, get a fow chunks 
of coal and sheer them off I” 
‘The Arabs yelled and hooted, but thes 


goane with a cheney gr 
turned to eck 
‘opinion was that he had extracted qui 
# Jot of fun out of ono bad dollar, 
The other follows did not seom to 
think it so funny. ‘They glared at the 
Owl of tho Remore ni {f thoy ‘could 
hayo eaten him. 
Johnny Bull, 


“You fat toad !” 

“Oh, cheese it!” said Bunter. “Tooke 
here, L'vo asked rou follows to get me 
a Tomon and sodal Never mind thore 
niggors! Got mo something to drink! 
After all I’vo done for you, 1 think you 
might get a fellow a drink.” 

“TM get you a soda, fatty!” said 
Bob Cherry. 

aire nelly goal, mind 

“Tyo n jolly mi 
Johnny Dull, with's. ferocious 
tho, fat Sgure reponing 
chai 


in the deck 


» choose, it,” said Bunter. “I 
say, how long is that oss Cherry going 
to bo getting mo a drink? Might as 


wll havo gone for 
you are, slowcoac! 
camo back with « 


myself, Oh, hero 
"ho added, 28 Bob 
siphon of soda. 


assonted Tob. 
“Where's the Iemonade?”” demanded 
Bunter, “and the sugar? T don't want 
goda-water alonot “And you baven't 
brought a glass— 

_ “You're not having this eoda.water 
in a glass,” answorod Rob. 

“What am I having it in, then, fate 
head?” 
tanh Your neck ” answered Bob cheer« 
ally. 

“Took here—I, say—yaroooooooh 

Sqquizeerezerrztn! 

Billy Bunter wriggled and 
as the sodawater caught him full 
fat faco. ‘The next moment there wa 
ominous creak, and the deck-chair 
collapsed beneath him! 

“Yoooop! Lara off! 
roared Bunter. 
gurreerrerereegh 

‘The stream cavght Bunter in bia 
‘open mouth and cut short the fow of 
his eloquence quito suddenly. 


yirmed 
in his 


‘You boast!” 
SI say, you follows— 
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“Grerrth! 
tored Bunter. 
“Ho, ha, ha” 
«Yorrrreeggh 
“Ha, ha, hal” yelled the juniors. 
Billy’ Bunter strova to ‘dodge the 
streant of sodawater. But ho strove 
He dodged across the deck 
ek again; and Bob Cherry 
followed him up,’ tho seda-water still 
fiasing. | Dunter tad. asked for it, and 
now ho was getting it; and ke way get- 
ting it in the neck and all over his fat 
foatures, 


Gug-gug-gug!” splut- 


“Qw! Groogh! Gug-gug! Leave 
ofl” 1 Tm wet! Pm 
drenched! Qoh! Whoooooop!” yelled 
Bunter. 

“Ha, ha, hal”? 


“Groogh—ow! ‘Wow! Oocoooch 
_Thero was & quavering gasp from the 
siphon, Tho soda-water was exhausted. 
Bunter plumped down on tho deck 


‘streaming and gasping. He scemed 
exhausted, too. 

“Ow! Beast! Grooogh!_ Wooooh! 
Gooch!” gasped Bunter.” “You awful 
beast— ~ Ooooogh!  Mooaoooo0h !”” 

“Ha, ha, ha!” 

“Hero ‘endeth tho first lesson!” 


chuckled Bob Cherry. “Like me to 
fetch another soda, Bunter?” 

“Ha, ha, hal” 

Bunter gasped and spluttered; but 
ho mado no other reply. Apparently 
ho did not want another soda, 


THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 
A Little Ventriloquism 


OB CHERRY yawned, 
Tt was a warm, almost 
breathless afternoon in tho Red 


Sea, : 
From Aden, the Silver Stor had 
sed through tho Strait of Bab-el- 
deb; and now sho was. gliding 
swiftly northwards towards Sued 

‘Tho Greyfriars fellows were drawin; 
near to Europe again at last. An 
they (vere tooking forward to Bogland 
and Groyfria on Billy Bunter had 
had enough of tho long voyago ond 
was eager to troad terra firma again 
“oven though lessons awaited him at 
‘tho old school. 

In the run ‘across tho Indian Ocean, 
tho affair of tho castaways of tho 
Sundabund had broken tho long sngno- 
tony. In tho passago of tho Red Sea, 
tho ‘monotony was unbroken. Arab 
dhows wore sighted. sometimes; some- 
times thore was a glimpse of a caravan 


! 


on a sandy shore. Bunter ate and 
slopt and talked: and ate and slept and 
talked again; but the other fellows 


for home. 

Bob stretched himself in his deck- 
chair and yawned. His yawn was 
‘echoed by several other fellows. 

“There’s a jolly dhow over yonder!” 
remarked Bob, ‘with a nod “towards 
f@ eail on the shining sea, “Now if ho 
was a, jolly.old pirate, there would be 
some fun! But there’s no pirates in tho 
Red Sea nowadays.” 

“Not even a wreck or a giddy casta- 
yawned Nugent. “Noth 
nd sky and Bunter's chin-wag.' 
“Oh, really, Nugent—” 


“Tho sky and the sea, and the sea 


‘and. the sky, 
Lay’ like, a load on my weary 
yet” 
Bob Cherry quoted from tho 
“Ancient Mariner. 


“Go on!” yawned Wharton, 

“Forget the rest sighed Bob. 
“Look here, wo could get vp some 
tenuis—" 

“Too hot!” 

“You fellows fecl inclined to punt 
footer about on deck?” 

“Oh, my hat! Not quite!” 

Bob’ Cherry yawned again. There 
was no doubt that time was hanging 
rather heavily on the hands of the 
Greyfriars fellows, homeward bound. 

“Tell you what,” Bob, struck 
by a sudden thonght. “Let Bunter 
give us some of bis ventriloquisin. 
‘He's ‘always trying to shove it ut us 
at Greyfriars. Give us an entertain- 
ment, Bunter.” 


GREYFRIARS 
CORRESPONDENTS. 


No. 17. 


This week Fisher T. 
Fish, the cute guy from 
the States, comes into 
our gallery of celebrities. 
You’ find his good 
points—and his bad—in 
this novel verse por 
traiture by our special 
‘shymester. 
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euspicious; and a dispne might, arise 
as to the rightful ownership of Baldwin, 
“Go it, Bunter!" said the juniors. 
At Greyfriars they never enevaraged 
Bunter's  ventriloquism. — Tndecd, he 
had often boon set upon for inflicting 
it upon fellows unrequested. But. cit~ 
cumstances alter cases; and’ on a long 
monotonons day in tho Red Sea, even 
Bunter’s ventriloquism was welcome, 
“I-T say, you fellows—" 
"Oh, go it,” said Bob, “It’s the one 
thing Jou do really well.” 


“Oh, really, Chorry— 

“I mean, it's ona of the things you 
do” remarkably well!” said” Bob 
solermly. “Turn it on. 

Bunter still hesitated, But it is 


AY, Bo-or, in other 
Popper 
T guess you with think me a 


scam; 
But 1 hadn't so much os a copper, 
‘And no one would stump up @ stamp. 
83 how could 1 send you a letter? 
To post it unstamped is @ crimes 
But now Uve the dollars Pd better 
Pile in and make up for lost time. 


Thanks, Pop, for the dollars you cated. 
T guess 1 was gleeful—oh, boy! 
Ido wish that you'd deen enabled 
To witness me jazzing with joy. 
For the tuckshop 1 made a wild canter 
(With Bunter hot-foot in my wake), 
And then I devoured, sir, instanter, 
The whole of whacking plum-cakel 


Ie nice to be rolting in riches, 
‘A glorious feeling—oh gee! 
The ‘other guys turn up their snitches, 

Pretending £0 ecorn £8. d. 
But wealth—oh, Férusatem crickets? 
‘Makes far more appeal to my sout 
Than the glory of capturing wickets, 
Or Kicking @ silly old goal! 


T reckon it’s rather a pity 
You sent me to chis sleepy thow. 
I pine for Noo Yark's lively cit 
Where people have per, push, and 


got 
This place is the same Sleepy Hollow 
As te was in the days of Quecn Bess 
In sloth and in slumber they wallowm 
‘Too lazy to tive, sir, Z guesst 


Say! when do you cross the Atlantic 
‘Fo snatch a respite from your bis? 
T guess Lam jolly well frantic 
To sce your familiar phit, 
Don't charter the hack at the statio 
But come in your smart limousin 
Pn dying to make a sensation 
‘And turn all the other guys green? 
Pve 


Waal, spilled a didful, dear 
Poppe 


Qee-whiz! it’s. a minute to ninel 

And bed-time silt now put the stopper 
Upon this effusion of mine. 

As toon as youre willing and able, 
‘And in guite a wealthy posish, 

Please send me another nice cablet 
Your loving son, FISHER . FISH. 


“Better than 
yawned Nugent. 
“Is it?” said Johnny Bull dubiously. 
“Well, it will kill time,” said Bob. 
Go it, Bunter!” 

Billy Bunter hesitated, and blinked 
round him a little uneasily. Bunter, 
fag a rulo, was very Keon to show off 
hia weird ventriloquial powers. Ho 
was Keener to infict than other fellows 
wero to endure, as a matter of fact. 

But since ho had obtained possession 
of Baldwin, tho parrot, by making 
him talk, the Greyfriars ventriloquist 
was less ‘cager than usual to show off 
his. ventrioquism. 

Tf Mr. Green learned that he was = 
ventriloquist, Mr. Gzcen might become 


nothing, perhaps,” 


well said that ho who hesitates is lost, 
Billy Bunter simply could, not resist 
the temptation to show off his wonder- 
ful powers. 

‘Mr. Green was on deck; but ho was 
gt ge, Histance talking ith  Berress 
Locke. Bunter eloared his throat with 
a fat little cough. ei 

<hat’s tho jolly ld atmospherics! 
chuckled Bob. “Go it, Bunter.” 

“You shuttee up, Chelly, ou silly 
ass!” came a voice from ® deckchait 
in which Wun Lang was curled up. 

Bob stared round at him, 

“What?” ‘he ejaculated. 

“You shutteo up! | You 
mmucheo teo muchoe.”” 

‘Bob Cherry coloured with anger. 
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“Why, you cheeky little sweep—" 
ho sjactilated indignantly. 

‘Wun Lung sat up, his almond eyes 
wido open, "Ho had’ been quite aston- 
ished to hear the sound of his own 
voice when his own lips were closed. 

“Me no speakeo!” he exclaimed. 
handsome ole Bob 


“Ho, ‘he, ho!” came from Bunter. 
Bob stared at him. 


“Why, you—you— we It 
dawned upon him that ‘un Lung’s 
yoieo had. proceeded from the Grey- 


friars ventriloquist. 


“He, he, he!” chortled Bunter. 
Bob Cherry broatied hard and deep. 
“Tye jolly good mind—”" he 

an, 
withat’s enough!” Tt was Johnny 

Bull's volec, “None of your bullying 

here.” 


Bob swung round on Johnny, Bull 
th a glaro of mingled astonishment 
wrath, 
You cheoky ass!” ho roared. 
“He, he, ho!” cackled Bunter. 

“So that was 


hy 
ton’s voice. And so exact was the imi- 


tation that ‘pun round towards 
the captain of the Remove. 
“Look, here, Wharton——" 


“Oh, don't be a silly aso, old 
aid iste) “Wharton” iasghe, 


Buator.”” 
aspod Bob. 

“He, ho, he!” Billy Buntor’s, fat 
face was pink with merriment. “He, 
ho, ho! You asked me to, you know: 
He, ho, he!” 

ft 
tricke, 
Tro a 
out 


sy 


in’ ask you to play rotten 
fat rotter!” roared Bob. 
jolly good mind to, bump. you 
‘of that chair on your silly neck.” 

jon't yell, you aasi” came Whar 


ton’s voice, 

“Pil yell-os loud as T like” snorted 
“and I can jolly well tell you—” 

“You ais, it's Bunter!” gesped 


Wharton. 

"He, he, hol” 
“You asked for some ventriloquism,” 
gent. “Now you're getting 


% 
eeaTall Bantrs ake for something 
and he’s going to got it!” sna 
Bob; and he grasped the deckehale in 
which tho Owl of the Romovo was 
sprawling, with both hands, end up- 

ended it. 

Bump! 

“Yaroooogh !” 

There was a loud concussion, and a 
louder roar. as Willian George Bunter 
landed on the deck. 

“Yow-ow-ow! Yarooogh! Oh, my 
hat! Whoooooo0p!” roared Bunter. 

“Ba. ha, bat 

Bunter’s vontriloquial voico was 


lent 


now. But his natural voice was going 
strong. 

“Yowow.ow! | Beast! — Whooop 
Yooop! Ooooop ” 


THE TWELFTH CHAPTER, 
‘The Man at Port Said! 
ORT SAID at last! 
Pp ‘Phe Red Sea was left behind, 
the Suez Canal; and tho 
Silver Star stopped at Port Said 
for coal. Harry Wharton & Co. looked 
at the ‘town from tho yacht’s deck, 
remembering their run ashore, when 
‘Tue Macser Lransny.—No. 1,186. 


they had stopped at that satubrions port 
‘on their way to Chine, and had become 
mixed up in 9 native riot. Bunter 
blinked rather sourly at Pott Said, 
remembering his disastrous ride on a 
donkey there. And when Bob Cherry 
asked him if ho remembered his rela- 
tions at Port Said Bunter only grunted. 
‘The yacht remained a couple of days 
in the Egyptian port. On the second 
day the Greyfriars feliows were allowed 
to go ashore, Locke himeclf ta 
them for « walk through tho town. To 
tho surpriso—not to say the joy—of the 
other fellows, Bunter declined to go. 
“What's the good of fegging about in 
this beastly heat?” d ‘Bunter. 
“I've seen the place, and 1 don't 
much of it Sorry, but I’m not coming 
Bunter spoke with firmness. 
* And the chums of tho Remove smiled. 
Bunter evident! 


company. 
‘sharo that impression—quite the reverse, 

in fact. 
“Sure you won't come, fatty?” asked 
“You don't want to see your 


“Yah 
And Bunter stayed behind, and the 
Famous Five and Wun Lung wont 
ashore with Ferrers Locke, and walked 
‘about the town and enjoyed a donkey 
Fido, and contrived to havo a good «imo. 

Bunter also had a good timo, accord- 
ing to hia own ideas. Ho stretched his 
st limbs in a deckchair, under an awn- 
ing, and Jazed. After he hed lazed for 

Considerable timo he wont below and 

ed away an oxtonsivo meal. ‘Then 
returned to the deckchair and lazed 


ho sat blinking in tho shade of the 

ewning Bunter's eyes turned idly on 

steamer that had glided into tho basin 

and taken up her anchorage ala little 
jance from the Silver Star. 

Tt was a stoamer from the Eest—ono 
of tho regular boats from India that 
stopped at Aden and Port Said on its 
way to Barope. 

lnter was not particulary interested 
in tho steamor, but he blinked at it 
Decauso there, was nothing else to blink 
at. And 20 it happened that he was 
‘the Witness of a little scone on the 
steamer. All of a sudden there was & 
souffling on her deck, an outbreak of 
‘excited voices, and s'man leaped over 
the rail and plunged headlong’ into the 
water. 


‘man who 
hhad Teaped from the steamer. 

‘He was a man of powerful and 
muscular frame, dressed in a dingy and 
tattered cotton’ suit, and evidently 

ad swimmer, for he was striking 
Sith great energy for the landing-place. 
From tho steamers number of deck: 
hands were throwing lumps of coal after 
him, but no boat was lowered. 

“'T say, Mr. Green,” called out Bunter, 
“that’s @ man overboard.” 


al glance at 
no love for stow= 


Ce 
“Packed himself away among the 
cargo at Bombay or Aden!” crunted 
Mr. Groen. “Thoy rooted him out, and 
he’s jumped overboard. ‘They ought to 
rick pies up and get him sent to chokey 
lor stealing a passage.” 

‘And Mz, Green tumed away, giving 
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the man in the water no further atten 
tion. 

Bunter, leaning on the yacht's rail, 
continued to watch him. 

‘Tho man was swimming strongly, and 
yeas plainly in no danger in tho water. 
The steamer’s captain, apparently, did 
not think it worth while to lower a boat 
and pick him up to send him to prison 
for sowing hinvalf ray. But s nuabee 
of the crew, with grinning faces, 
him with lumps of coal as he fed. 

‘The swimmer headed for the yacht, to 
place the Silvor Star between himself 
and the steamer as a screen from the 
volleying of coal chunks. 

Bunter blinked ut bim through his big 
spectacles. 

‘As the man drew nearor there ecemod 
to be something familiar about him to 
the eyes of tho Owl of the Remove. 

But it was not till he was quite close 
{hat the shortsighted (Oni, secognised 
tho dark, heavy, brutal faco above the 
Water. 


crikey 1” ejaculated Bunter, 
His little round eyes almost 
through his spectacles ‘an he 
that heavy, sullen, savage Dutch fa0e, 

“Him” ‘ojaculated Bunter. 

Tho man swept by within a bisouit's 
toss of tho rail whero Bunter was stand: 
ing and staring! over, 

is faco was lifted, and his sunken 
eyes, pier their "booting, ‘brow, 
gleamed up at tho yacht. ‘There was 
Yecognition in the ‘eavago glance he 
throw at the Silver Star. 

“Oh ‘crambs ?” gaspod Bunter, 

‘Tho swimmer swept on. 

Billy Bunter blinked round for Mz, 
Green. 


fartod 
at 


asped, 

ve grunted Mr. Green, 

“1s tho Dutchman 

woke do you mean 1” 
“Who's a Dutch- 


swimmer—that stowaway 1” 
asped Bunter, “It’s tho Dutchman we 
ft at Aden—Vandorpock.” 

‘Mr. Green stared at hitn. 

“What “rot are you talking! be 
demanded, 

“It's him,” said Buntor, emphatioally 
and ungrammatically. Its Vander: 
peck, the Dutehman——” 

“Nonsense {” answerod Mr. Groon, 

“T toll you he jolly well is” exclaimed 
Bunter. “Ho must havo got, away at 
‘Aden somehow and stowed himself on 
that, steamer, I toll you—” 

“Oh, rotl” granted Mr. Groen. 

“Look at him then!” hooted Bunter. 

‘Tho mate grunted again and strode to 
fhe sido and stared after tho swimmor. 
But tho man was at a good distance now, 
and Br. Green was able to sco li 
pore than the back of o dark head in 

16 gleaming sunlight on tho water of 
thy bos 

Rot 


in. 
“Rot” he sai 
his business 

Billy Bunter snorted and wont back to 
his deokchaite The swimmer vanished 
from sight among a nwnber of native 
boats in the harbour. Mr. Green gava 
him no attention, and Bunter soon went 
to sleep and forgot him. 

“Ballo, hallo, hall 

Bunter awakened suddenly. Mo. sat 
up and blinked at the Greyfriars juniors, 
‘The sun was setting over Port Said, and 
the shore party had returned, in grent 
spirits. Strange to relate, they seemed 
to have enjoyed tho excursion, though 


and he returned to 
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ohuckled Bob Cher 

“You silly oss 
hootod Bunter, 
“What did you wake 
me up for? 1 was 
just dreaming, about 


‘that feed wo had at 
ald Wun’s house at 
Canton.” 
“Ha, ba, ba"! 
silly 


"You 


tho “dockahaie, 
s47, you fellows, L've 
soon, Tat Dutehmar 

“What Dutch 
man?” 

“That man Van- 
ecioen ib 1” suid 

may hat ! sai 
Bob Cherry, staring 
at bir. 
fay your space 
ail Bo" say 
Port Said to Adon?” 
ae ha, per’ 

“You cilly asst 
he's hore!” mortod 
Bunter, 

“Hor et” 
slanced round 
Jacht’s dook. 
de seem to 


00 
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mean, ho's at 
Port Said, 


Ho was 


and 1 saw hia.’ 

“Were” you awake at. the timo?” 
asked Jobing Bull, grinning. 

“Of course 1 was, you silly asst” 
hooted Bunter. “Do you think I 
dreamed it, you chump?” 

“Well, yes; I rather think you, 
if you'ro not trying to pull our tog,’ 
answered Johnny. ; 

“The dreamfulness was terrific, my 
esteemed Bunter,” said Hurree Singh. 
“The estimable ‘and execrable Dutch: 
man is a prisoner in esteemed ol 

He ‘must have. got, away 
Bunter. “I saw him! That fathe 
Green wouldn’t take any notice. Think 
Vd better tell Mr. Locke?” 

‘Better Ro, $0 glee at dream 
again,” sus nny Bull. 

‘And the ‘Tuniore chuckled and went 
below. Bunter enorted and followed 
them. But to tho surprise of the 
Famous Five, Ferrers ke gare 
Bunter somo sttention when he told the 
detective what he had seen. 

“You don't think it’s possible, ste” 


and he may have eecaped and succeeded 


in stowing bimnself away on the steamer 
at Aden. You are quite sure you 
Tegognised him, Bunter?” 

“Oh, quite!” answered Bunter. 
“But that idiot Green- 


“Never mind that! Tt is possible 
that it was the man, and I shall leave 
word with the Port Said police,” said 


Looke. And with that the matter 


La 


dropped; tho Greyfriars fellows 
‘soon forget all about Jan Vaoderpeck. 
But they wore destined to be remind: 
of the Dutohman before they saw the 
white cliffs of England. 


‘THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 
‘Once Too Often I 


CHE cackle,cashlot 

sldwin, the par 

9 the skylight, was talking to 
imsolt. Baldwin often talked 


‘Bunter was regarding 
4 vory thoughtful look. 
Having obtsined possession of that 
perreh oe, cheap terims, Bunter, bad 
fooked forward to selling Baldwin on 
his arrival in England. 

Iately dawned on bis fat brain 
there was, so to speak, « lion in the 


ard thi 


of some disease 
he had forgotten. 
awkward {or Bun 
ing point of view. 
ive all rot, 
remarked i 
fellows, do you 


, from x profiteer 


ou know,” Bunter 
“1 "say, you 


Ge 
ie able to 


i. “D 
‘think 1 shall 


Tho whizzing aoliar, thrown by 
caught Mr. Green on the ear, ‘ Whoo09] 
‘There was a roar of surprise. and wrath 


yk ones, an 


the native boy, 
ng 


1m 
the mate. 


eneak that parrot in without being 

mee de hin fi hat; ted 
“Hide him in your hat,” su; 

Bob Cherry. “Tt ho ouokien thoy will 

fppose ie yoy talking. Your rol 


aro. much alike. 
“You silly aso!” booted Bunter. “I 
supposo I shall haye to sell him before 
et home. Is. rather, rotten—s 
talking parrot is yaluable.” 
ut he dovsn’t tall,” eaid Bob, 
Bunter grinned. Ho had no doubt 
bout being able to make the parrot 
talk when the tine came to coll him, 
x. Green was eyeing the parrot with 
a comewhat suspicious eye, It had 


zled Mr. Groen vory much th 
iatdwin had talked onoe, and, never 
again. ‘Tho mate was vaguely sus 
Plcious on the sobject, | Many times 
tinoe the parrot had becowe Bunter's 
property tir. Green had talked to tn, 
mut he had never succeeded in eliciting 


an answer. It really was very ourious. 

Bunter blinked at the mate. 

“IE you'd like that parrot back, Mi 
Grevn, I'd let you have him cheap," 
said. “Bake it a pound, and’ he's 
yours.” 7 

"Mr. Green shook his head. Having 
already jiven seven dollars for « parrot 
that would not tall, he was not inclined 
to give « pound for a parrot that talked 

for ever after held his 
peace. 


“Welt, if 1 can't get him home, he’s 
no use t6 ine,” said Bunter. “1° make 
it fifteen shillinge and teach him to talle 
for sou.” Ke 

‘Mr. Green shook bis bead again, 
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“Ho won't talk,” ho grunted. “He's | “That's his jolly ofd atmospherics,” 
‘an ancanny bird, "Talked just once, and he whispored. “He's going to turn on 
thon shut up like an oyswr. ‘That the ventrilogiism and play somo, trick 
Malay’ at Singepore did me over that on old Green. Let's walt and sce.” 
bira.* ‘And ‘the juniors, grinning, waited, 

‘Aad the mate swung away. just out of sight on the stairs. There 

Billy Bunter grunted discontentedly. was another fat little couzh above. 
There was no doubt that Mr. Groon Billy Bunter blinked after the juniors, 
would “willipghy have given flee satisfied that they ‘bad gone down to 
thillings for Baldwin, if Baldwin would tea and were out of hearing. ‘Thon he 
havo talked. But in the presence of the blinked at the mate. 

Famous Five the Greyfriars ventrilo- “I say, Mr. Green.” 

‘quist could not venture to make him ‘The mato glanced round. . 
talk. Te would havo boen a little too _ “Just come hi mainute,” said 
palable inthe prosenco af fel Bunter. “Baldwin's just going to talk. 
new all about his ventril T can see it in his eye.” 

But whon toa-timo came Bunter had “Rot!” said Mr. Gre 
hia opportunity, as on tho provious ooca- ovor to tho skylight 
sion. It went sorely against the grain "Rot" hs Ge 
Piao Bune to be te for a peal Ga aay "he roeent ey Mr. 

on shillings was fiftoon shillings ‘ fnost deck: 
natty, fatty!" called out "Bob Gixeen jeeped: sbaapet pions 96 tee. deok 
erry 8 the juniors woat down. 4. on 
iE not husgty,” auswered Bunter, Green. “ He’ 

“Wha-a-a-t?” He stared i 

‘The statement was so astonishing that Peculiar bird. Bs 
gil the juniors stared at William George with rod, solemn oye. 

unter. ‘ow see, he’s picking it up,” 

“Not hungry!” said Johnny Bull explained ‘Bunter blandiy, ~ “You oun 


. But he camo 


dazedly. ay anythir like to him now, and 
“FSomo fellows aren't always thinking he will repost it.” 
of cating, like My word!” said Mr, Grocn, 


Bunter, with a sui 
“Oh, my hal 

You go down to. toa 

“Pl como later. ‘The 


“My word!” repeated Baldwin, with 
the assistance of tho Groyfriare ventrilo- 


; 1, this boats it!” said Mr. Green. 
admiring the soonery.” Well, this beats it!” said Baldwin. 
Holy smoke |” a ‘Blessed if I ever saw such a bird!” 
satis on of Bunter romfning on deck exclaimed the mate in astonishment 
‘admire tho ecenery, whilo.a meal wes. ina” 
walting for him. down below, slmost repccaa'thetinere® oom euch a bird 
Dreroaine the juniors.” ‘They went-cown TRtCd, Reldw 
the staira almost dazed. “Groat Scott!” came like an echo, 
“What the thump is that fat duffor “Why, the blessed bird repeats evory- 
up to?” asked Cherry. “What thing!” oxclaimed tho mate. “He’ 
doy he want fo get shut ets forall of poked if up at lest, imintako about 


sudden ?” 
mistake about that!” said 


‘Ship hoy!" commanded 
Ir. Green. 
“Ship shoy 
Baldwin. 
“Qh, good !"* gasped Mr. Green. 
“Oh, good!’ said Baldwin. 


‘came obediently from 
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"Say ‘Roll mo down to Rio,’ went on 
the mate. 

“Roll me down to Rio!" said 
Baldwin, 

“Every blessed word!” gasped Mr. 
Green. 


ahoy! Oh, good! Roll me down to 
Rio!” 

“Fine!” ejaculated Mr. Green. 

“Well, what do you say now?” asked 
Bunter cheorfully. “A bird that talke 
Hike that we worth aiteen bob, 1 ahould 

ink. 

“1 should think #0," said Mr. Green. 
And he added playfully tothe parrots 
Think “you're “worth éfteen bob, 
Baldwin?” 

“What-ho!” answored Baldwin. 
“Make it a pound |” 

Mr. Green fairly staggered. 

“Jorver hear a bird talk like that” 
ho stuttered. ‘Why that bird’s worth 
his weight in gold | It's uncanny, that's 
what itis! Here's your fifteen alillings, 
Mastor Bunter, and I'm glad to have 
him back at the pri o) 

Billy Bunter grinnod, and stretched 
out a fat hand for the fifteon shillings, 
But the fat hand never touched that 
aura, for at tho samo ‘momont & grip 
was’ laid ‘on Buntr’s fat neck. trom 
bohind, and he was sat down ou the 
deck with # tertife concussion. 


“You fat villain 


‘THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER, 
Awial I 


ILLY BUNTER had expected to 
ibe late for ton that Gey. An ib 
turned out, ho was much later 
than he had expected. 

From. the etate-room on ‘boord the 
Bilver Star yacht, occupied by Bill 
Bunter, came, a’ sound of dis 
groming, 

‘Bunter was down on hiv tuck. 

Brerybod; 
why, bo di 
no doubt about the fact, 

earned a 
slgwin hed tall 


ted Bob 


that he received from 
Kicking. 

From tho Greyfriars juniors he re- 
ceived no sympathy. They told him he 
was e fac spooter and a podgy swindler 
tnd soyeal oth things, nd geo point 
to thoie romarky by, bumping ‘him on 
the deck, after they had told him what 
they thought of hin 

Bristling with indignation, Billy 
Bunter laid the matter beforo Ferrers 
Locke. ‘And Locke, instead of rosin 
sta" glauco what’ a deeply injur 
fellow he was, had told him that he 
frag en unserupu 
ordered him to 
there without tex. 

Hence the present dismal 
William George Bunter. a8 
hungry—and the awful prospect of get 
ting nothing to eat before supper mado 
him hungrier, He was, of course, feel- 
ing sli-used. Ifthe fellows. couldn't 
admire cleverness in diddling Mr. 
Green, at least they needn't have made 
out that it was unscrupulous! Bunter 
felt very sore about that. And thet 
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bosst Locke took, just the same view a 
‘Mr, Green and the Greyfriars fellows, 
‘and Bunter was to mist bis tes as & 
punishment. 

‘Any other sentence Bunter might 
have borne with fortitude. But now he 
was, feeling, like Cain of old, that bis 
Ponishment’ was more than jhe could 

‘Missing a meel ntight have been 
Painful to any fellow. ‘To Billy Bunter 
it was positive torture, Ho sat in bis 
state-room and groaned, 

‘Thoro was a stop outside at last, 
Bunier ceased to groan and brightenod 
up. Perhaps it was one of tho fellows 
bringing him something to cat, After 
all, it was tho least they could do, after 
all’ ho had done for them ! 

‘There was a tap at tho door, and it 
gpened, Rawson, the steward, looked 
in, ‘Thero was a somewhat grim expres- 
sion on Rawvon's face, but Bunter, in bis 
eagerness, did not notico it, 

"I say, Rawson! You brought me 
something?” he exclaimed. ‘I eay, I’m 
frightfully hungry. ‘That beast Locke 


is injuring my health by keeping me 
without food,” you know. 


5 rm 
{asnished.” 
You must, 
donically. "¥ 
enotigh for ton follers at lunch,” 

“Don't, rou be choeky!’” snapped 
Buntor. ‘mean, you might get 
‘mo something, Rawson—just a cake 
would do—" 

“Against orders, sir!" said Rawson. 
“Mr. Locko says’ you'ro not to havo 
anything Ul supper 

“Blow Mr. Locke 


said Bunter 


ragely. 

“Blow him as ‘ard as you like, if 
he'll let you,’” agreed Ri “But 
what L como here for is this— 
“Look here, you might bring a foll 
‘apie or something,” said Bunter. “I'm 
going fo gira you a jolly good tip at 

je end of the voyage, Rawson. | L 
always tip servants well’ whon thoy'ro 
ivil, and know their place, Cut off and 
Ge tho & pudding oF something.” 

“What L come hero for is this, Master 
Bunter,’” said Rawson stoiidly. “You 
‘owe mo a dollar. 

“What?” yelled Bunter. 

“That dollar you got off mo long ago 
in tho Indian Ocean for making that 
thero parrot tatk !” said Rawson darkly. 
“1 know now ow you mado him taiki 
And J want that dollar!” 

“Why, you choeky rotter!”” roared 
Bunter," in great wrath. Evidently 
Rawson had come to the room not to 

ivo but to receive. 

ding over that dollar, sir?” 
ed Rawson. "That dollar what you 
jindled me out of, sit?” 
“Go and eat coke !”? 
Tm waiting for that there doller !” 
Get “gut of my cabin!” hooted 
Bunter; “and { can, jolly well tell you 
‘that I jolly well won't tip you now. So 
there!” 

“'T dessay I shan’t be a lot the poorer, 
sir!” said Rawson sarcastically.“ And 
Tain’t asking you for tips, but for that 
there dollar what you spoofed me out 
of in a bet. And if you don’t ‘and it 
over I'm going to Mr. Locke about it.”” 

‘Billy Bunter glared at tho stow 
with a glare that almost cracked. his 
spectacles. But slovely, reluctantly, ha 
extracted a dotlar from his pocket and 
handed it to Rawson. He had only too 
much reason to suppose that Mr. Lecke 
would take an unpleacant, view of the 
transaction if he heard of it, He might 
even bo deprived of supper as well as 


“Tako it and go Bunter. 
“Thank sou, 6 Rawson, 
pocketing the coin you don't 


mind my mentioning it, sir, there's a 


seying that honcety is the best policy, 
sir?” 

And Rawson left tho stateroom, 
leaving Bunto- 2 dollar the poorer, and 
as hungry #9 ever. 

“Oh dear!” groaned Buntor. 

Really, he bogan to wish that ho had 
not been such a remarkably clover ven- 
friloquist, of, alternatively, asthe 


lawyers say, that he had not made such 


“Come into the 


Oe a ee 
T HE first letter which I have found 


in my post-bag this week comes 
from Scotland, and voices o 
SOS to Glasgow readers. 


CAN YOU PLAY THE SAXOPHONE? 


Or the piano? Or the trumpet? Or the 
violin? Or any instrument that would 
be useful in 2 jazz band? If you can, 
and you live near Springbura, will you 
et into touch with Andrew Gemmell, 
who is anxious to start an amateur jax 
ind would like follow-Magnetites 
gee ‘out? Androw’s full address 

, Midton Street, Springburn, 
Glasgow, N., and he'll bo pleased to 
hear from anyono who is interested. 
Good luck ‘to you and your chuins, 
Andrew! 

Have you ever wondered whero we 
get the eversday expressions which wo 
uso? 8. D. Sexton, of Southampton, 
has, and he wants to know if I can tell 
him where tho phrase, “Giving tho eold 
shoulder” came from. ‘Thero are 
sovoral derivations of this phrase, ono 
‘of which is that peoplo who did not like 
the company of a certain person 
shrugged their shouldors, as if they 
wern suddenly cold. ‘I'his shrug of tho 
Shoulder ,bocamo known asthe. cold 
shoulder,” and was sign that the 
person to whom it was given was not 
‘wanted. 

Another story is that the phraso camo: 
‘as a result of the famous Klondike gold 
rush, ‘when, as you know, men were 
forced to sleop out in tho open, and 
many wero frozen to death. A man 
awakening to find his “pard ” frozen to 
death alongside him, would say that ho 
had been given the cold shoulder. 


AN you answer this query, which 
comes from James Longdon, 
of Romsey? Ho wante to 
know: 


WHAT IS A BARRACUDA? 


He has heard the word in connection 
with talo of tho Spanish Main—and 
tho Spanish Main is tho haunt of the 
Barracuds, which is & decidedly 
ferocious monster of the scas, more 
savage, even, than the shark. Tt is a 
bony fish, which often attains a length 
of fivo feet; and is largely. composed of 
Vicious teeth. A curious thing about the 
Barracuda is that when it is hungry it 
develops stripes, which vanish again as 
soon as it has had a sqvaro meal. 

Talking about monsters of tho deep 
reminds me of 


A VERY CURIOUS PET 


which is kept by tho members of a swim- 

ing club in Australia. This is nothing 
Tess than 2 monster shark which found 
its way into a sca-water ewimming- 
bath—and has boon there ever sinco! 
‘Tho shark is 0 most dificult ish to keep 


a 


a remarkeblo uso of his ventriloquiem. 
Certainly be bad earned more kicks 
than halfpence by his remarkable 
cleverness. 

Harry Wharton & Co. were on deck, 
apparently forgotful of Bunter and his 
woes. There was nothing to be hoped 
for from Rawson. blinked out 
‘of his doorway at Inst, in the hope of 

(Continued on next page.) 


Office, Boys!” 


Ca fact, this is the only 
jas remained robbed of its 
freedom for so long! It has not set 
become tame, but its keopor frequently 
dives into tho water end engages in 


game of “catch” with his unruly 
charge. So. far he has not 
“caught.” When he has—well, either 


a new keeper or a new shark ‘will be 
required ! 


HERE is just apace to, rply te 

‘one more query, and thon 

must turn my, attention to the 

Black Book. This query. comes 

from a reader, who spent a holiday in 

tho Islo of Wight, and wants to know 
something about 


THE NAB TOWER, 


This groat tower, which is situated 
fon, the eastern seaboard of tho Isle of 
Wight, and now serves. th iL 
purpose of a light-tower, iy 
Intended for use during ‘the War in tho 
Strait of Dover, where it, would havo. 
been ‘conncetod ‘up with: the an 
marine nets which protected the Strait 
Te was not ouite finished whon the Ws 
‘came to an end, and was mounted on an 
enormous pontoon and towed to ite 
Essent position, whero, with « powerful 
ight upon it, it was ‘of to act os & 
warning beacén. Another similar towe 
was dismantled, and tho Nab ‘Tow 

how the only survivor of a War product 
which has been attuned to tho require- 
huicnts of peace, 


Black Book forward, please 

Here's a ripping yarn in store for 
you next weok! It's entitled : 
“PROUT’S LOVELY BLACK EYEI” 


and, of course, it’s by 


author, Frank Richard 

sovoral O.K. surprises in storo for you, 

ditto K.O. ‘and there 
tho way 


ever you do! 

‘Need I mention tho fine instalment of 
our serial? You'll find John Broarley, 
tho author, at his bost—and you know 
how good he can be! Next weok’ i 
stalment of “Up, the Rovers 
grip you from the first line to the la 
and you'll long for moro! 

‘There aro plenty of chuckles for you, 
too, in this bumper issue, for, in ad: 
ign to the “Greyfriars | Herald, 
there'll be limericks and jokes which 

have won prizes for lucky readers. 

OF course, we mustn't leave out “Old 
Ref’s” interesting footer talk! And if 
your query hasn’t been answored in my 
Chat yet—well, look out for it, to 
gether with answers to other inter: 
esting inquiries sent in by readers. 

YOUR EDITOR, 
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seeing someone wnom hs coutd cejole 
into bringing him a snack. ‘The motest 
trifle would have tided him over till 
suppor—such as a couple of pounds of 

biscuits or Hope dawned in his 

dismal fat visage as ho sighted Wun 
ung. 

‘The Chineso junior grinned at him. 

“Bat ole Buntce velly hungly?” 
asked, 

“Starving !” groaned Bunter. “I say, 
kid, bring me something to eat. Am 
old’ thing will do. You know bow 

ved your life in China—" 

je no savey,”’ answered Wun Lung, 


ng, bis head. 
Well I jolly weli did, and all the 
other fellows, too,” growled Bunter. “ 
ungrateful lot. Is 
ort, kid, and sneak mo something 


he 


ally fo! pool ole Bunteo,”” 
solly fol pod 


prospect. "I say, 1 you could bag mo 
ole, I—T'd never forget 
“aps Buntoe no likee sole? 
“My doar chap, I like a fried « 
botter than any other, fish in the ees, 
‘You bag it for me——” 
“Plapn not fl 
“T don't care how it's cooked! Boj 
it for me, old chap! Do!” gaspe 
B “Don't atand there grinning 
ike a beastly yellow hoathen, “Cut ol 
and bag that sole.”* 
‘Bunteo plent 


tre Bunteo likee?” 


sped. Buntor. 

“Alico ight Buntee waitee til me 

comey back.” And the little Chineo 
glided away.. 


Bunter waited anxiously, Ho had a 
doubt that Wun Luny might by pulling 
hia. fat, log, romembering the litte 
hoathen's propensity for practical jokos. 
Tt was some timo bolero Wun Lung re- 
turned, “and ovory minute, to Bunter, 
crawled by on loadon wines 


‘Ho gasped with reliof when. the 
Guinea ior caine in sight arin, ak 
Tast, with a parce! in his hand. Wan 


Ennng ‘tiptoedto his door with an aie 
of. great caution. A> Mr. Locke had 
ordered Bunter to bo deprived of his 
tes, by way of punishment, it was neces- 
to be caution supplying him 
ith food, Perhaps that was why Wun 
Lung had wrapped tho sole up so care- 
fully. Tt was u large, well-wrapped 
pareel that he handod to Bunter. 

“Hopes you likee this’ velly nicey 
sole, old fat Buntee!” he said. 

you bet! suid Bunter. 

He grabbed the parcel, and whipped 
it into’ hig room, foarfal that it might 
be cen. Wun Lang ghided away, grin. 
ning; and ho was still grinning’ whon 
he went on deck and joined the other 
follows there 


per, and a wrapping of 
Eagerly tho fat, junior 
wrapping after wrapping. 
‘was rovealed ! 


Tt was a sole. Thore was no doubt 
about that! Wun Lung had kept bis 
word, and brought him a solo, 

it it was not a fried sole, It was 
not a grilled sole. Tt was not a sole in 
the fishy senso of the word at all. 

Tt was the sole of an old sea-boot. 

Bunter gazed at it. 7 

Bunter could cat almost anything. 
as almost as catholic in his tastes 
‘as an ostrich, Dut oven Bunter had his 
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limits, He sould not eat the ancient, 
well-worn sole of a disused sea-boot ! 

be sbricked Bunter. 

From the deck above came a cheery 


nd. 
“Ha, ha, bi 

Apparently thet unspeakable Chineo 
was telling tho other fellows how ho 
had fed Bunter. They seemed to be 
entertained. 

“Ha, ba, ha! 
“Ob' lor’? groaned Bunter. “Oh 
dear! Beast! Oh crikey !” 

And William George Bunter sank 
own on his berth, and the state-room 
echoed to his groaning. And his groans 
did not ceaso till—aiter several cen 


I turies, as it seemed to Bunter—supper 


was announced, 


THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER, 


Beastly for Bunter ! 
“FOLLY, ain't itt” said Bob 
Chets 


her!” 
“The ripfulness is 


‘pping !” said Nugent. 


‘They were staying at Marseilles for 
tho night; aftor dinnor at tho 
hotel they walked down the brightly. 
lighted Cannabiere, with Forrers Lock 
amid jostling | crowds. of mi 
ationalities, under the bright stars and 
clear sky of ‘the South. 

Now they were sitting at tho little 
tables outside a ping coffee, and 
watching tho varied erowds pase and re, 

wwery {aco was bright and 
‘with ono exception. Billy 
euffering under a senso. of 


Pi 
cheery, 
Bunter, 


injury, was morose. 


come of his business transactions with 
Mr. Green in tho matter of parrots. 
But he. was sorest of all over  thoso 
hours of anguish he had spent in his 
stateroom waiting for supper. 

Buutor was not, @s a rulo, the fellow 
to bear grudges: but that awful ex- 
Porience was not oasily forgotten. Like 
the prophot of old, Buntor was angry, 
‘and felt that ho did well to bo angry. 

His fat thoughts turned on the task— 
tho rather dificult task—of making Mr. 
Locko “sit up.” Bunter would bave 
liked to kick him; but that, obviously, 
was out of the question, 

Now, as tho Greyfriars iellows sat in 
‘9 chocry group at the open-air cafe on 
the Cannabiore, Bunter was thinking. 

Ho rose suddenly from tho tabl 

“Tm going back to the hotel!” he 
announced. 

Bob Cherry looked round. 

“Hallo, ballo, hallo! Fod-up_ with 
tho jolly old Cannabiere already?” he 
asked. 

in sloopy.” 

“Well. it's bed-time at Greyfriars!” 
remarked, Wharton, looking at 
watch. “We're all going back soon, 
Bunter. Better stick to us, or you may 
lose yourself.” 

“And think what 2 loss that would 
bo}? said Bob. 

‘The lossfulnese would be terrife!” 

1 say, you fellows, con't you hurry 
back !?"'said Bunter. “I shan't got 
Jost; I'm going to tako a taxi, I 


THE MAGNET 


suppose one of you fellows jend me 


a fow francs to pay for a taxi, 
pajt® worth it!” remarked Johnny 
ull. 


Forrers Locke glanced at Bunter. 

Tf you wish to go to bod, Bunter, 
you had bettor take = taxi baok to the 
Lion d'Or," he said, “othorwise, you 
Would certainly lose yoursclf. Here is 
the tar ii 

ind a taxi rolled away with the Owl 
of the Remove, As a matter of fat, 
the cheery party at the cafe did not 
mies him, 

Bunter grinned a9 bo rolled aw 
through the streets of Marselloa, 
‘The Groyfriars party woro not, likely 
to remain out much longor; but a 
they were going to walk back to th 
‘hotel, Bunter was cortain to artive 
there’ shead of them. And Bunter had 
& little scheme to carry out before 
Werrera Locke arrived. His powerful 
brain’ had been working at full pros 
sure; and ho had evolved a scheme for 
tho discomfture of the Baker Stroot 


detective. 
He arrived at the Hotel Lion d'Or, 


dismissed the taxi, and rolled in. ‘Tho 
lift carried him’ up to the sleeping 
‘quarters, 


long corridor on which tho bed-rooms 
‘opened wi y,, only. 
single li end of it, 
Bunter, Tooked this 
w that thero 

no eyo on 


ig Puntor whon he relied 
rerrers Locke's room, and elosod 
the door softly behind him. 

‘ho room was unlighted,, but Bunter 
did not nood to turn on. light. There 
wns a good deal of light through tb 
windows from tho well-lit etroot with. 
out—plonty for Bunter’s purpose. 

He chuckled softly. 

He turned down the coverlet on 
Kerrore Locke's bod: took the Jug from 
the washstand, and emptied it in the 
middlo of tho bed. Then he replaced 
the coverlet over the ewamped bed, and 
chuckled again. 

“T fancy that will make the beast sit 
up!” murmorod Bunter. 

He stood with tho jug in bi 
listening to the drip-drip of 
the bed. 


He listoned rather anxiously. Ha, did 
not want the drip-drip to be audible 
when Mr. Locko arrived in the room, 


But after a couplo of minutos it ceased. 
Ho stopped back to tho washstand 


and replaced the jug Then he gave a 
rudden jump, and his fat heart 
throbbed. 

Tocco was a footstep in the corridor 
coutsi 

It could not be Jocke yet. That was 


impossible. No doubt it’ was sone 
garcon or chambermaid coming to 
Foom. 

But Buntor did 
in Forrers Locke's room by  garcon oF 
‘& chambermaid—considering tho stato 

He wanted to mako 
Mr. Locke “sit, up.” bat he did not 
want the Baker Street detective to loara. 
to whom be owed that kind attention. 

‘Swiftly Bunter backed into a dusky 
cornet, hidden from view by one of 
those immonse wardrobes that generally 


's adorn rooms in French hotels, 


He backed quietly into. that hidden 
comer, to, wait for tho garcon ot 
Shambermaid, or whoever i wre, to 
fo. 

"A, moinent later tho door opened. 

Te “opened softly and swiftly, und 
closed tgain at once, So swift was the 
opening. and. closing that. Buntor 
Sondoved whither anybody had entered 


EVERY SATURDAY B 

Unaware of the fact that the Dutchman was con~ 

vealed behind the door, and Eunter bebind tho 
wardrobe, Ferrers Locke entered the room ! 


tho room at all. But the next moment 
thoro was a soft footfall. ; 
Why & garcon or ® chambermaid 
hould enter the room in that stealthy, 
rroptitious manner was a inystory to 
Buotor. And it guddenly fashed into 
his fat mind that it was neither garcon 
nor chambermaid who had entered, It 
Nis maueh more likely to be some hotel 
ef, 


Billy Bunter felt a disagreeable 
tromor. 
‘Ho crouched still more closely in the 


hidden corner behind 
tnd listened. 

‘There was no sound. Whoever had 
entered the room was standing nt, 
Toutes iaten 

Bunter vontured to poer out from 
behind a corner of the wardrobe at last. 
Ho glimpsed a heavy, muscular figure 
standing in the glimmer thet came from 
the window. liven in the gloom it 
seemed to Bunter that thero was some- 
thing familiar about that figure. 

‘d, and Bunter's head. popped 
back like that of s tortoise into its shell. 
Hils heart was beating tnpleasantly. 

“Ach” Ho beard ‘a low, muttering 
voice. “THlet is donker! Ach I” 

‘Buntor's podgy heart almost died in 
his breast. 

He did not understand the words, but 
ho knew that they wero Dutch. "And 
tho yoico, low and muttering as it w: 
was familiar to his ears. Tho man stai 
dog in the dusky room was Jan Vander. 


P 

Bunter hardly breathed. 

‘It was the Dutch mate of the Sunda- 
bund, and he was in Ferrers Locke's 
room in tho Hotel Lion d'Or. Bunter 
could guess why. 

‘The perspiration trickled dewn hie fat 


"ig wardrobe, 


face a3 ho crouched in the dark corner. 
If the Dutchman discovered him— 

Bunter’s blood ran cold at the thought. 
Ho know why Vanderpock, wae there 
for rovengo upon tho detective who had 
defeated “his dastardly schomes and 
handed him over to the law. Likely 
enough, Vanderpeck had reached Mar- 
seilles ' ahead of tho Silver Star, 
in one of tho Moditorrancan steamers, 
Probably he hed watched for the yacht 
and spied on tho Groyiriars party 
ashore. At all events, there he was, 
lurking in tho shadows of Forrers 
Locke's room, waiting for tho Baker 
Btrect detective to como in. And if 
ho found Buntor thero—ono twist of 
his sinewy hand on a fat neck would 
Provent any possibility of the fat junior 
giving the alarm. 

Bunter gould have groaned aloud with 
forror. But ho was very careful to 
keep silent. 

Evidently the Dutchman had no sus- 
picion that anyone olse was in the room. 
Bunter heard him moving about softly, 
but he stopped again. A faint rustlo 
of & curtain showed that ho was at 
the window. Bunter guessed that, keep- 
ing back in the shadow of the curtain, 
the ruffian was watching tho stroct below 
for the return of Ferrers Locke and the 
Greyfriars juniors, 

‘The fat junior's brain was in a whirl, 
When Ferrers Locke came—what then? 
He knew what ‘was in the Dutchman's 

Perspiring with _ terror, Bunter 
crouched silent; and the man stood 
motionless at the window, watching. 

But he stirred at last. 

From his dark corner, Bunter saw a 
shadow cross the room. “The Dutchman 
Placed himself against the wall, behind 
the door, so that it would conceal him 


when it opened. 
inotionless and 
Bunter almost doubted 
still in the roorn. 

There wero footfalls in the corridor, 
& sound of voices. Bunter trembled. 
‘The Greyfriars party had returned. 

Footsteps passed tho door. Then, 
through the door, Bunter heard the 
voice ‘of Ferrers Looke clearly. 

“Good-night, my boys |” 

“Good-night, sir |” 

Footsteps passed on. 

‘Tho door opencd. 

Ferrors Locke switched on the light, 
entered, and closed the door. And the 
next instant he was on his back on the 
floor, borne there by the fierce spring 
of the watching ruffian, and two savage 
hands clutched at his throat and choked 
his utterance. 
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER. 
Home Again! 


ERRERS LOCKE stared up at 

F th hard, grim, savage face that 

was bené Sver’ him, 
He could not, speak, 

He could scarcely stir. - The sudden, 
savage attack had taken him completely 
off his guard. 

He was stretched on his back, the 
sinewy Dutchman over him. Each of his 
arms” was, pinned under a heavy, 
muscular knee, pinned down helplessly 
to the floor. And the savago grip ob 
His throat silenced ‘him. 

One terrific effort the Baker Street 
detective made to throw off his assail- 
ant—an effort that made the Dutchman 
rock, powerful as he was, and great a3 
his advantage was. But tho effort failed, 
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and rorrers Leake man back, at tho 
Rierey of tho Dutchaen. 

‘Thero was no inerey in_tho hard, 
‘brutal face bent over him. Vanderpeck 
lnc down at ble vit, wi 

is beetling’ brows. 
“Esty tun now, Blyahesr Locke!” bo 
snarled. 


Locke did not speak—he could not. 
Again he attempted to throw off the 
lf 


glint 


jan, again be failed. 

ret his eyes, upturned, were fixed 
steadily, without fear, on the murder- 
‘ous face of the Dutchman. Ferrers 
‘Locke had faced death too often to flinch 
from it now. : 

‘Vanderpeck grinncd down at him. 

“You know mo—the man you pla 
in, irons, the man you robbed of his 

rize, and handed over to prison! You 

“now me, you dog! Ach! Thoy could 
not hold’ mo at Aden—I escaped. At 
‘Marseilles I waited for you—waited for 
this!” 

‘And, hissing out the words, the Dutoh- 
man compressed his savago grip on 
throat of the choking dotective. 

‘From tho corner of the wardrobe, 
Billy Bunter looked, his eyes wide- 
distended bohind his spectacles. 

‘Terror chained him to the spot. But 
‘a2 Korrors Locke, helpless under the 
muscular ruffian, writhed in the gri 
‘of the strangling hands, Bunter sud- 
donly w life. 

He made « suddon spring from 
hiding-pluco, tore the ye open, and 
mig 


- 
“Ach” panted Vandorpeck. 
Noto sbpioion had oreesed his mind 
that anyone was in tho room but him 
his victim. Bunter had the 


door open, and was yelling, in, tho 
Pe eforo “Vandorpeck fairly 
iaed that tho fat junior had beca 


T say, you fellows! 


nip” shrieked Bunter tang tho 

ree of four doors opened al 

corridor. Harry Wharton & Co. stared 

out in amazement. 

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What—~" 
Bunter! What—” 

“Help, Locke! Tho Dutchmant 


Murder!’ Help!” shricked Bunter. 

“Good hoavens!” 

Harry Wharton was the first to reach 
the door, Ho passed Bunter, and 
dashed in. Vandorpock, spitting out 
Dutch curses, lenpod, to his feat. 

“Phe Dutchman” yelled Wharton. 
“Back up!” . 

‘He lonped at the ruffian like a hound 
ata stag. He would have beon dashed 
‘aside ina momont; but Bob Chorry 
was already on tho sceno, and he 
Farang ab Vanderpeck and grasped 
im, 

errors Locke, panting, choking, 
struggled to. sittin ion. His 
Sutotvatic glicimered in This hand. 

Crash! Crash! ‘The muscular Dutch- 
men, exorting his great strength, 
hurled Wharton ond Bob Cherry aside, 
and thoy staggered away. Ho made & 
fierce leap for the deor—shoro Johnny 
Bull and Nugent, Hurreo Singh and 
Won Lung, had already arrived. 

The ficreo rush of the Dutchman 
would hav carried him through tho 
juniors, hustling. them right and loft. 
Bat tho automatic in Locke's hand was 
lifted now. 

rack! 

‘Thore was a yoll from Vanderpeck as 
tho bullot, smashed through his knee. 
Ho pitcliod headlong. to the floor. 

‘Locke dragged himsclf to his feet. 
‘Ho. stooped over the disabled ruffian, 
and there was a olick of handoufis. Jan 
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‘YVandorpeck was a prisoner again; and 
this time he was not likely to escape. 

By this time the whole hotel was 
elarmed. ‘Tho corridor was crowded 
with excited waiters, all sorts 
‘and conditions of people, In the midst 
of tho confusion the gendarmes arrived ; 
and Ferrers Locke handed over the 
Prisoner to them, with explanations in 
fluent French. 'And in chargo of 
gendarmes, Jan Vanderpeck, groaning 
and muitering oaths, disappeared from 
tho sight of the Greyfriars juniors. 

"E must thank you, my” boys, for 
your prompt aid,” ‘said Ferrers Locke, 
when he was able to speak to tho 
juniors at last; “and you, Buntor, for 
having given ‘the alarm. But he 
stared hard at the fat junior—“how 
was it that you came to bo in my 
room so fortunately?” 

“II stammered Bunter. 

“Well 


DON'T KEEP YOUR GOOD 
STORIES TO YOURSELF! 
TELL 'EM TO ME AND WIN 
A POCKET KNIFE 
Extoonee Kitten bane Gotaee 
ropean Asylam Lane, Calcutta, 
Indi who hes sent ia the following 
aemuslag 


a 


Country Beggar: “Is it 
true that the stresta of London 
‘are paved with gold, mate 2” 
London Beggar (with mem~ 


peicon) + 


What ebout a ribtickler from 
YOU now? 


“I—I was just, watching over your 
safety, you know,” said Bunter, blink. 
at him.” “I bope you don’t think I'd go 
to your room to upset a jug of water 
o 


into a laugh. 
“You utter young donkey!” he ox: 
elsimed. 
“Ob, really, Mr, Locke—" 
“You deserve to have your cars 
boxed 
“Ob, T say 
“Cut olf to bed” said Ferrers Locke. 
And Bunter cut off, giad to escapo 
with his fat ears unboxed. 


EVERY SATURDAY 


THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER, 
Good-bye to Ferrers Locke! 


ARRY WHARTON & Co. did 
FAA ee teste startin So coon ae 
they, had expected. Thoro was 
considerable delay over the 
affair of the Dutchinan, but at long last 
the party took the train for Paris, then 
for Boulogne—and the Channel boat ra- 
ceived them at last. And though all 
the party agreed that the trip to China 
had beon a groat and that they 
wouldn't have missed’ it for world 
they were glad to seo the white cliffs of 
old England rising into view again, 
‘They clustered on the deck and watched 
the chalk gleaming in the sun as tho 
steamer drew nearer and nearor. 
“Jolly old country!” said Bob 
Chorry. "You can't) beat it, Tor 


morrow, m: earers, we’ 
Beck wk Gfaytsiaces oererh well be 
“Hurrah (” 
“And I hope you won't forgot all 
T’ve done for you!” enid. Billy 
severely. 


junter 


“Beast!” 
“We'll all do the same! sai 
Ball Soret? see 


“The: samofulness will bo terrific!” 


said 

Bunter, “But tho least you can do, 

to 

‘ory least y isioas 
¥ opinion.’ 
""hfo stadon feed |? waid Won Lung. 


“Oh, good!” 
“Sposoe likoo nicey sole!” added the 
Chinese junior. 

tHe, hen wat” 

Buntor snorted, 

At Folkestono the Groyfviars junfore 
parted with Ferrers Locke, with mutual 
rogrot. ‘The famous detective saw the 

in ‘their train, and shook hands all 
round at the cutriage door, 
door closed Billy Bunter leaned from 
the window. 

“I say, Mr. Locke!’ 

Ferrers Locko had stepped back; but 


he stepped forward again. Tho train 
was beginning to mov 
“Yes?” he asked. “What is it, 


Bunter?” 
"I forgot to mention it, but—" 
“Yes, yee. Bo quick, the train's 

going! 

“T'm expecting @ postal order.” 

“What?” 

“And if you lond mo tho ten-bob I'll 
Jot you have the postal order as soon as 
it arrives.” . 

Tho train rushed ov, leaving Ferrérs 
Locke staring. Billy ‘Bunter grunted, 
and sat down, 

“T say, you fellows! Which of you 
is going ‘to lend me ten-bob and tako 
amy, postal order whon it comes? 

"The whichfulness is terrific!” said 
Hurrco Jamset Ram Singh. 

And other answer there was nono! 

THE END. 


(Phere'tt be another topping yarn of 
Harry Wharton & Co, in next weeks 
BUMPER ENLARGED NUMBER of 
the Magner, “entitled: “PROUT'S 
LOVELY BACK EYE! I's brimful 
of exciting situations, chums, and every 
“sagnetite” should make 'a point of 
ordering his copy EARLY !) 


JOHN BREARLEY’S LATEST MASTERPIECE. 


A Bitter Disaster | 
SEARING pain, as though the 
iknifo had got home in his leg, 


A 


iodo Jimmy stagger. aa 
A hosyy boot, erooonaly 
used, had stabbed the base of his 


shin'bong, and his whole right leg was 
useless. ‘Lottering, ho collapsed help- 
Jeasly, to tho grass, Another ungovern- 
fablo kick crashed into his ribs,  knock- 
ing tho breath from his body at, a 
stroke, and then, ina flash, tho masked 
man spun on his hocl and. was away 
into the gloom, the sound of his drum. 
ming footsteps growing fainter and 
feintor until they died away com- 
pletely. 

‘Halt-blind with pain Jimmy scram 
bled to his feot. Pursuit was hopeless 
ho could baroly walk, As in a night- 
Mare, ho saw great forks of flamo 
dancing conyulsively all over the roof 
‘of the stand, amid fountains of bril- 
Yiant sparks and great, thick clouds of 
oily smoke. 

Lights had sprung up in the house 
behind him. Ho could hear old Jefi’s 
voice calling ‘him loudly. Dimly to 
his ears camo othor sounds, too—men’s 
voices, shouting somewhere beyond the 
football ground, and suddenly drown- 
ing them all, came tho blood-stirring 

clamour of fre-bells, growing louder 
fas the Railton brigade rushed towards 
the scene. 

Jimmy ‘waited no longer, Hobbling 
as fast as he could go, he lurched 
through the trees to gan, a gat 
flung it open, and stepp: 
giader path of the Rovers ome 

16 upwards brought a groan 
of dismay to his lips. ‘Tho great stand, 
stretching all along’ the touchline, way 
ablazo from ‘end’ to. end, its” root 
flaring liko © torch, 

‘A pattor of hot ashes from above 
and & gust of heavy smoke wreathing 
his hoad, told him that ho was in 
danger ‘so, muffling his face in his 
Joke, be ducked and stagyored round 

the end of the building on to the play- 


ine 
ied him to a sharp halt, 


itoh itself. ‘There again the sight bog; 


(Opening Chapters retold on page 26.) 


“Someone must havo busted the 
main ates open,” he thought dissly 5 
for already the’ ground was full 
firemen, in orderly confusion, some 
dragging in tho hoses, others ‘yearch; 
ing for the wator-hydrants set around 
the cinder-path, 

At their heels, swarming in despite 
tho police who ‘tried to stay them, 
came the folk of Railton, dodging in 
sod shopting 98 they eck «full gw 
of the fi digaest 
town had rer" acon 

Its fury, and the speed at which the 
blaze had’ spread over the stand, 
astounding. Orange flames, rod rod. lames 
[mith am ominous, blue. glare beneat 
them—tit tho sky for miles. With his 


Meet Jimmy Brennan, the lad 

with a big heart and goal-scoring 

shooting-boots. Meet Jimmy, the 
unstoppable ! 


head in e whirl, Jimmy tottored to 
tho centre of the ground, where eager 
eyes saw him, and in a moment he was 
surrounded. 


‘Voices buzzed and shouted in his 

ear, Hands tried to 

shaking them off, he ay 

through tke press until ho came to 

the firemen, where the vigorous 
captain stood directing 

‘operations. 


jan you save it?” he choked: 
Tho captain whirled round, startled 
by. the husky voice at his ‘shoulder. 
is eyes widened at sight of Jimmy's 
bruised and haggard face, smeared 
pith Blood “from” tho masked man’s 
lows. 
“Yo gods, Mr. Brennan! What—” 
Jimmy grasped him desperately. 
“Dm all right, Captain Sharpe. 
But can you save the stand?” he 


he 


ged. 
“Tie fire chief's fac hardened 


of nary, fire 


wheeled the youngster round and 
pointed upwards. 
MINo, air wo can't, That's ng ordi: 
Ke at. thovo blue flames! 
‘That's spirit alight, in there! It's a 
oleae case of arson!’ 


Timmy, modded, dumbly. , Staring 
round, srewd 

forced pole 
uniform: Pye’ 
gordon ps ge) Sorough the open; 
fae stride lcepeetor Bl 


Philip Bronnen and 
Beer tecbnl ee ated: 
jimmy What the ‘blazea—” 


He had caught , Captain 
stern words, and hie eyes 
fire chief keonly. 

ta captain? Arson ™ 


Pong, tha 


itp 


‘Tho inspector's notebook cai 
Then he; %00, checked es 


TUfaliot Wat's happened, Jimmy” 
Jim panted. 

“Tt—it’s arson all right, inspector |” 
he cried. “I was in my garden when 
I her sn explosion and saw the 
stand break into flames. Then a man 
came racing through our gate. 
tackled biuns Butwho got. away.” 

“Phegl You tackled” himt 
Where?” 

‘The questions were like bullets. 

“TI told you—back in my garden. 
Under the trees. Ho used a knife on 
mo; and it may be thero—now |” 

Piulip, Brennan plunged forward. 

iy Heaven, Jimmy, you might have 
been killed! Come on; let’s search 
a Eee ctor Saching out 

o inspector's arm, Gashing out, 
checked him as he turned away, 

Wait hore, ss, plonso, hin ips 
police matter now. rgeant, take four 
och and search Mr, Brennan's ground 
tigre 

“Right, sir 1 

‘Tae Macwer Lisnany,—No, 2,186, 


he saw 


a8 


% 

‘The man made off, and the little 

roup,, Tony with his erm round 

jiramy’s shoulder, stood allentiy: watch- 
ferno before them; listening 


in 
With sinking hearts to the roar of the 
flames and the futile hissing of the 
fiosesets. - . 
‘Even to Jimmy's eyes it was obvious 
that tho” great stand was ‘completely 
doomed. Gno by one the big supports 


were cracking and falling in, segments J, 


Sf the root collapsing ‘with’ them, 0 
fall, amid spurts of flame and sparks, 
into the furnace below. In © few moro 
talento, sie fire chief bag a sp 
opes, and ‘big mon were busy drench 
ing tho rest of tho seats all round the 
ound. teat they, "00, caught. fre 
from flying fragments that whirled into 
iho glowing sky. 

‘Tt “was a torrible spectacle, Gradu- 
ally the brickwork crumbled until the 


steal girders showed through, fiercely 
hot; tho whole pile sagged lowor and 
Tower into one great mass of embers. 


went by etomnity it 

its yory intensity tho fire 
if out, and at last the 
ht back to. the stand, 


\dway now and quench 


fan 
fire 


the I 
Tow way he 
figure ont just what this di 
to him, thing. stood 
his hopes 


of wild ideas flashed 
through his mind, “Insurance? Ho did 
not know for how much the stand was 
fnsured, nor—and he bit his lip—it tho 
company would pay up” in, glaring 
care of “ueson till Ceverything wes 


le 
‘To borrow. th Imongy was an. abso: 


luto” impossibility. Money” was not 
plontifl in Railton, anyway, ond tho 
roapests ‘of the. "overs, were, not 


right enough to attract any local 
financier. 

‘A littlo groan must have been wrung 
from him, for Tony's grip on his 
shouldor tightoned. 

“Buck up, old son!” he whispered, 
“Look! Here comes the sergeant and 
hig mon, ‘Perhaps they've found some- 
thing (” 

‘Thoy had. Jimmy's jaw hardened as 

¢ sary, in’ the sergeants hand, the 
long livid knifo with whioh the masked 
man had attacked him, ‘That was 
something, at least. 

There was & short, sharp conversation 

tween tho sergeant and his euperi 
evidently » brief report—and tho knife 
‘changed hands, the inspector tucking it 
boneath his ‘tunio, although Philip 
Brennan stepped forward eagerly to 
‘examine the weapon. 

‘Tho police official turnod his head to 
where Jimmy sat end camo quickly 
‘across, pioking his way over the busy 


all in, anyway. Captain Sharpe tolls 
me he’s got the fire in hand now, and 
il bo dead before morning. Also ”— 
he touched his uniform—“T'vo some- 
thing hero that may prove useful a3 & 
clue. PN see you to-morrow, Got 
slong home now !” 

‘There was senso in his words, also 8 
certain ring of command. Already his 
mon were clearing the ground of on- 

cers. It was plain he wanted to 
‘quieten things down. 

‘Thanking him, Jimmy struggled up 
and, with Tony's aid, limped through 
the ‘circle of police. As soon as he was 
outside, however, he was surrounded by 
‘anxious friends. “The Rovers were there 
in force, George Harvey at their head; 
Bill Nye, Payton, even the surly 
‘Thomas had left ‘his lodgings and 
hurried along to sco the fire. ‘The old 
trainer gripped tho lad at once and 
studied him closely. 

“My bos, but you're a wreck! 
In it a fact that ye collared tho fellow 
who did—that?” Ho jerked his head 
towards tho ruined stand. 

“Yes, Bill. I'm all right, thoug! 

“All right, are you!” growled 
George Harvey. “I'd like to got my 
mitts on tho scoundrel for five minutes, 
ong knife or not! Eh, lads?” 

*AyI" A deep growl broke from the 
Rovers, and they aurged forward. 

“Ts thoro anything we can do, sir?” 

Jimmy gulped, shaking his head. 
The loyalty and sympathy in the eager 
faces round hie mode him almost choke, 

“No, thanks. I'l!—get home! 


He turned away. But Harvey's voice 
boomed out loudly, and the centre-half 
swung round with his arm raised high. 

“Thero's one tt we can do, 
though!” he cried. on, chaps: 
three cheers for the boss! And 


Railton’s best forward!” 

‘Over and above the clatter and con- 
fusign the deep hurrahs roared out 
lustily. 

‘Timay stopped. his face scarlet, Te 
was the tonie be needed; he realised 
that the Sheers were meant, that his 
men were behind him, as Bill Nye had 
said they were. His shoulders stiffened, 
and somthing like his old cheery grin 
appeared as he looked at them—his 
toam. 

“Thanks—all of x 
aWerre're not 
chaps?” 

"A fresh burst of cheers, as he limped 
avay towards tho Firs, answered hy 
‘Tho Rovors were not licked yet. Thes 
told him se with the full power of their 


Y he staramered. 
ed yet, are we, 


stand 


ge of the mt 


smouldered st 


‘THE FIRST CHAPTERS BRIEFLY 
RETOLO. 
Determined ta stop the rot that hay set in, 


math, Fh pened but asecerfa tener 
Hon Rovers F.C, decides to fay a 


forged —hadl pulled his wei 


fehich Proven fatal. ett voilsou! m pec 10 
aren om imc 4 poerina over the ateation 
Si hie room ovefootten the fenlball grand arte 
He aici of “eg ore at 
‘up by a erimign tongue of arse seating hi 
thats Winer mats ttande Grappling toh 


THE MAGNET 
A Stranger Comes to Railton s 
+6 gs OME along, Rovers!” 

« : “Nother one, lads!” 

Tho Railton home-crowd, 

eager for one more thrill in 
the last minutes of an exciting game, let 
drivo a hearty roar as Payton, ‘the 
oviside-right, trapped a protiy’ pass 
feom his half-beck, and wont flying 
downfield @ foot inside the touohline, 
with the other forwards spreading 
swiftly ahead in position. 

‘The midweek match against Old- 
chester Wanderers was drawing to « 
lose, with the Rovers sitting on a com 
fortablo 3—1 lead; and the ground, or 
‘@3 much of it as was left, was Blled with 
chuckling supporters. Partly for the 

ame, and purtly to cheer Young 

fimmy, playing magnificently among 
the forwards, Railton had turned out in 
foree. 

Already yague reports of tho disastora 
the young footballer-owner had suffered 
recently wero, spreading, through tho 
town, and although, 50 far, the police 
had d_ to ley hands on tho 


mysterious masked man who had fired 
tho main stand throo days ago, the full 
story of the torriblo fire had sheken 
Railton severely. Jimmy was as 
popular as his fathor had been betore 
him with tho townsfolk, and it was @ 
safe bet that had the masked man been 
arrested in the open streets of Railton 
the police would have had a tough time 
getting him safely throu 
fofurlated throng. ee 
Of tho main stand only a fow skeleton 
girders and the conckete banking 
i re wax out, but, the 
were unsafe, and a few bold 
who had porched. themsolyes 


r 
spirits 
‘among the debris for a better viow of 
tho game, had been promptly hauled off 


by tho police, Tike a huge dead 
monster all down tho left touchline the 
stand lay black and desert 

Fw of tho onlookors had eves for it 
at the moment, however, ‘Thoy wete 

tching the ‘black-and-white jersoyn 
syazing and weaving through thé. O14. 
wester defence, as Payton touched the 
ball to dims, and the lad went 
wriggling inwards to opon up a gap for 
Thomay finishing stot” #*? 

It had been great game, fast and 
thrilling. A’ loyal, devouring 4 
seemed to havo set, the Rovers alight. 
Headed by George Harvey, the defence 
had formed itself into «brick wall, 
before which the green Oldchester shirts 
fell back like waves; while the young 
forward lino, playing with machine-tike 
sinoathness, hind run the visiting halves 
off their legs. 

Jimmy's shin, although still eoro, had 
yielded to Bill’Nyo’s skilful treatment, 
and throughout the game he had sivept 
towards the Oldchestor goal like @ 
flame, chalking wp two goals with shots 
that brought down the houto. Evea 
‘Thomas, spurred by teamspirit—and « 
few pointed remarks from old Bill Nyo 

ht nobly, well sup- 
x tho dashing, hard-working 
on eithe: 


ported bj 


Il ery, another 
goal scomed certain, A tired Oldchester 
man, tackling him grimly, was lott 
standing by a dazzling swervo, another 
failed to intercept him by yards. 


hoses. a masked Faure speeding anny from the set Gathering himself together, Jimmy 
“I shouldn't wait any, longer, ffoa'® 77mm does Bis B10 OFCPINT stormed gonlwards without a ‘glance to 
Jimmy,” he said kindly; “you're nearly (Soe read 04.) right or left. Tho crowd yelled: 
Trnted ond pubes ery Sateing tp te Eroticiog, Tee Amsieamaicg Pree, foe Pustray Hous, Tarrogion Stree, Landn, BG. 
‘Aavertigement oulaaes The Pactwas Wouse, Farsionton Stecet; Loncgey BOS, 13t trastmistion by Ginsdian Uacesiae Post, Bul 
SRS Pane ‘ SPSL alt Boy Earc2A Wont, GStdan @ Gsieks BA 
SG a Shue He eager ee te, lari ek ceo tng eonge= Bement & Gio 


EVERY SATURDAY 


“That's it-go yourself, 
Hattrick, lad?” 

‘Tho thunder of the cheer roared into 
Jimmy's cars. “But he kept his heed. 
Hat-tricks matiered nothing to him; it 
was Thomes, his only decent cenire- 
forward, he had to feed and encourage. 
|_ Out of the corner of his eye the young 
inside-right caw the white posts tempt. 
ingly near, with tho scarlet-jerseyed 
keeper waiching him enxiously. An 
Oldchester back bobbed up at his 
shoulder, and his partner swept desper- 

ely into the picture, blocking the 
path. 

That was all the scheming youngster 
wanted. Ho had bluffed the defence, 
drawing it around him, One hasty 
glance he gaye to seo that Thomas was 
up,” and then with dainty precision 
ho stabbed the ball past the charging 
back, a few yards in fropt of the 
Railéon marksman, 

‘At top speod ‘Thomas raced for the 

ther, his flashing boot hitting it 
solidly. A’ thud, a lightning brown 
streak, and the glimpse of @ despairing 
red arm; then tho ball hissed gloriously 
into the comer of the net—a perfect 


goal! 

“Goal! Goal!” 

Again and again the home supporters 
voiced 
confident 


Jimmy! 


‘on the ‘sulky contre- 
forwards faco, and more than « touch 
of swagger in his wall as he turned to 
shake Jimmy's hand. 

“That's the way to Ginish "em off !” ho 
chuckled. And the young owner 
iniled, woll content. : 

‘A minute lator the Sinal whistle went. 

Slowly tho teams streamed off the 


their delight, ‘There was a beat 


gut to me!” a. cool voice snapped. 
“Not jaw in public. Good-day!” 
‘Leaving, the flustered constablo red 
and speechless, the young man turned 
and strolled away.” His reedy Sgure 
was swallowed up in the busy street. 
Mesnwhile, Jimmy, bands in’ pockets, 
was hurrying across) the now-deserted 
football-ground to the little gate be- 
hind the stand that led to the Fi 
‘A pinched, bleak expression clouded 
his faco for a moment as he looked 
at the charred and blackened mass 
before bim, but bo turned his eyes 
away resolutely and. ran on, without 


another glance. Old Jeff's voice 
roeted him when he pattered into 
Viator fe Ms Ji 
“Visitor for you, Master Jimmy. 
Mr. Thurgood !" 

Jimmy stopped at once, frowning. 
In the old days the manager of the 
Railton Bank been a froquont 


it at the Firs; but now— 
‘Moro trouble, I suppose, Jeff,” said 
Jimmy, with a ‘shrug. “Till sce him 
‘at once! 

‘Still in his football kit, he strode 
‘across the hall to the old-fashioned 
drawing-room where Charles Thurgood 
roso to meet him with his usual hearty 


. 
“Hallo, old chap 
“Afternoon, Mr. Thurgood. Been 
waiting long?” 

“No, lad. Just popped in after the 
game.” Wanted to sce you~alone!” 

In spite of the smile on his jovial 
face, Jimmy thought he detected a 
faint awkwardness inthe bank mana- 
ger’s manner, and his suspicion that 


a 


giatefully. “Jt would bo. You know 
rw I stand about money. I’m broke 
and so are tho Rovers. Wo might 
have struggled on, but now tho stand 
hasbeen burat——” he | shrugged. 
“Wo're right up against it!” 

“Just 60. Now, what's happenin; 
about tho stand, ld man?” . 

“Well, I'vo claimed tho insurance 
money!” replied Jimmy slowly. “And, 
a3 a matter of fact, I'm waiting to hear 
something now. ‘fhe stand was insured 
with a Manchester firm and in view of 
the circumstances, Mr. Sylvester has 
gone to see thein himself, specially. 
He—he offered to go; and promised to 

hone me_as soon as ho got back to 

ailton, That's why I’vo just hurried 
back fi match” 

“Ah! And what is Sylvester's opinion 
gf the case?” asked ‘Thurgood keenly. 
His cyes narrowed as a bleak smilo 
crossed the youngster’s face. 

““Oh~comforting as usual!” growled 
Jimmy.“ ys it’s a mysterious 
caso of arson and 1 haven't an earthly 
of getting tho cash until the polico 
havo caught the scuin who did it, any- 
way. He—he’s a cheery sort of ‘bloke 
is Mr. Sylvoster—I don’t think!” 

A ficoting ‘smile on the bank man- 
ager’s faco showed that bo was inclined 
to agree, but didn’t like to, say 50. 


Instead, he pressed Jimmy's kneo 
warmly. 
“Well, well. 


Sylvestor's_@ fun 
chap. But honesty, Jimmy, Yim afraid 
he’s right. By tho timo you get your 
cash you'll have lost best part of tho 
season's gate-money for the stand. 
Tell me”—ho bent. closer—" what. will 
it cost to put it right, d’you know!” 


Special ENLARG 


filing, through tho cheering 
Railtonians. Temporary dressing-rooms 
had been fixed up in the George Hotel, 
@ big hostelry just outside the ground; 
but aa sogn as the mon were in, these 
baths, and he had shaken hands, with 
tho Glichester skipper, Jimmy slipped 
‘an overeoat over his footer gear and 
trotted away quickly to change in his 
‘own house. 

‘Coming out of the hotel at the 
double, sevoral_—_hero-worshipping 
nehoolboys hanging about tho court- 
yard for that purpose, spotted him and 
Taised a cheer. Ho turned to wave 
a smiling hand, and in doing 40, 
promptly bumped into the back of 
Mother youngster who stood talking to 
@ stalwart man in blue. 

‘Tho foro of the impact was not very 
great. But it was sufficient to send the 
Joungster xeeling. He was a. slim, 
poorly-dressed lad of middle height, 
With @ thin, pale face, out of which 
two dark exes blinked ‘rucfully as the 
young footballer threw out a powerful 
rm and smiled is. apologies. 

“Awiul sorry, old son! Hurt 2” 

“Nano, thanks!” 

Jimmy nodded and hurried on for. 
getting tho incidont immediately, But 
the weedy stranger turned and looked 


piteh, 


after him thoughtfully. A smile 
ereased the comers of his mouth. 

“That him?” he 

‘Tho policeman lifted is chit 
portantly. 

“That's him, sie!” how 


‘Then confdentially. “Hus Scotland 
vi 


‘A blank stare, brief but very effec 
tive, cut him short and he found him- 
self’ staring ito a stern face that had 
suddenly grovn ten years older. 

“Your orders were to point that hoy 


NEXT WEEK! 


Fresh trouble was in tho wind grew 
stronger. Forcing a. grin, ho nodded 
his visitor to a chair and sat down 


ig him. 

“T see!” he answered 
“What can I do for you, 

‘Thurgood started to’ speak, but 
balked, his immaculate finger-nails 
seeming, to claim his attention for 
Jimmy waited, oddly tense. 

“Weill” his ‘visitor said at last. 
“It's more s oaso of—what can 1 do 
for you, Jimmy!” 

‘Thrown off his keel by a sharp wave 
of relief, Jimmy stared. 

“Do. for mo?” ho echoed. “Then 


litely.. 


trouble, “I” mean—what 
effort Thurgood throw off 


embarrassinent and leaned 

| a smile. 

it’s like this, Jimmy!” ho 
Somehow J can’t help 


“Well, 
said earnestly.“ 
fooling that I'm to blame for all the 


mess you're in. Yes, I am!" he, jerked 
as Jimmy stated to protest. “I was 
taken in by the—the fellow who— 
looked like you as though I was a raw 
junior clerk. And afterwards, instoad 
Of trying to settle the maiter quictly, 
vo blurted everything out—and you're 
in the soup. ‘That's a plain hint, boy” 

‘“T know!” Jimmy's voice was bitter. 
“I's not your fault, thongh. Yor 
think T'm square, at least—but other's 


don't!” 

“Well, wo won't, discuss that!” 
soothed “Thurgood. “However, I feel 
it’s my fault. Your dad was a pretty 
good friend to me for years; and—well, 
Tye como alone to sco if any help oF 
advice E ean give his son will be use- 
ful, You sec?” 

“Why, that 


5!” murmured Jimmy 


ED NUMBER of the MAGNET 


‘About six thousand!” sighed Jimmy. 
“I saw the contractor yosterday. At 
far as wo can tell tho concrete bank- 
ing’s O.K., but tho walls and roof will 
have to bo rebuilt, and, of course, every 
singlo veut was destroyed!” 

“No ‘chanoo of borrowing the cash?” 

“Not a hope!” 


“Well, then, listen!” And | ‘Thur- 
peed held up an eager hand, “I ean 
help you; but don’t got offended at 
what ¥ to say. Why don't you 


Sol this hese?” 


‘ono who, cannot 
atte? fe his ears.“ S-soll tho 
io Kins?” 


“Sure. Why not? I’ve. thought it 
gver, and it's amy best advice, Jimmy. 
Wat docs a youngster like you want 
with a thundering great mansion and 
Inge grounds, Hf you oan well it and savo 

Rovers—us you want tor Seo my 


Jimmy did seo it—-with overwhelming 
force, It was certainly a way out, Bub 
sell the family placo! Gosh! 

Tis mind fell into a whitl of confiict- 
ing thoughts. ‘To sell the Firs had never 
occitrred to him in his wildest plans; yot 
=with no other prospect of eaising 
anoney in sight—it would put the Rovers 


fon their fect again. But—rats, ho 
conlda’t do 

Loyalty to the club, and love of tho 
beautiful house ho ha Tived in. all hi 


fife, fough ie Inttle insido hi 
during the next fow minutes. Hie stared 
at Charles Thurgood, who was watching 
him with a envious expression on. his 
‘Tne Macsev Lrunary.—No. 1,186. 
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pink face and a certain hard gleam in 
hig smiling eyes, 

“But it's such a big place!” stam- 
ingied the thd at last. “Who'd buy it? 

“I would!” was tho prompt and 
startling reply. 

Jimmy's face flushed angrily, 
thought he understood. 

“¥ou!” he cried, “Look here, Mr. 


Ho 


Thurgood, this isn’t charity—or some: 
thing, is itz” 
the 


AU vigorous words the bank 
looked slightly upset, bnt his 


le soon returned. 


No, my fon, it isn’t. And to show 
you it’s not, T's not going to offer more 
than five thousand for the place. Can't 
afford. more. But Till aprange 
thdusand-pound Joan at the bank for 
you, if you like, payable within two 
Yeata at the usual interest, and there's 
your, six thousand pounds’ right awa; 

low's that for het?” 

ignmy’s eyes were troubled 
you clon’t want such a 


ig house, 
Me, T ho eried. 

not” the” bank 

}orous man 

Railton and I've 

always adinired this house. W'll take it 


us it stands, with your two servants, if 
you like, and give *em a decent home !” 

‘A hungry. gleam appeared in Jimuny's 
eyes agnin, but it died swiftly as he 
iuspred .to ‘his foet, 

Anyway, lad, there's the offer. I 
feel i's up fo mio to do you a good turn, 
and by buying this hotiso I can do my: 
felf one ats tho same time. Fair 
division, ch? Ha, ha 

Head bowed in thonght, Jimmy paced 


the room with long strides. Te was a 
tempting offer—six thousand pounds 
almost: Feu is hand. He could re- 


build the stand quickly and stil) make 
‘ood on the season, But—sell the Firs. 
He tuened to faee the bank manager at 


THE MAGNET 


“It's a great offer!” he said warmly. 
“And you're e-sport, Mr. ‘Thurgoo 
because it's not through your fault that 
Y'm broke. Let mo think it over!” 

“Why, of course, Jimmy !” answered 
‘Thurgood heartity.” “Think it over and 
let me know. You'll find I’m right. You 
want some morfey; I should like this 
house. Itt be a’ wrench for you, I 
Know, but— 

‘here came a knock at tho door and 
Jeff looked in. 


g 
Sylvester et last—with nows from tho 
insurance company. Perhaps they had 
retognised, the claim forthwith, and 
there would be no ‘need to soll ‘the 
house! Excusing himself to ‘Thurgood, 
he fairly bolted to his father's study and 
‘grabbed the instrument. 

“Jimmy Brennan speaking. 
vox, Mr. Bylvester? 

“Tis 


That 


grave as ever, and 
‘boy's hopes sagged at once. 
Yon mean—there’s nothing doing 1” 
he, muttered dull 

“The company refuso to pay until the 
criminal wh6 caused the firo has been 
caught!” came the reply. “And they 
are within ‘their rights, I fear, I am 
somewhat fatigued by my. long journey, 
James, but if you will call and see mo 
lator this evening, I will give you the 
full details 

#Oh, but hold on 
oughly. “That's not 
ewn't help it if some dirty crook fired 
my property, can 1 ‘Thoy don’t th 
I did it, do they? Same as somo 
think I forged dad's cheque! 
finished with bitter emphasis 

‘The telephone was silent for a while, 


ordered, Jimmy 
og enone 


ple 
he 


EVERY SATURDAY 


“Please don't be absurd. ‘The com- 
pany havo erery eight to withhold pay- 
ment until everything is settled. Como 
and seo me later 

“But—bic wait!” sorted Jimmy 
again. “I suppose this means I must 
wait months for my money, what?” 

“Until the criminal is caught!” re- 
peated Sylvester stonily. “Good-byo!” 

Click! He rang off sharply. Jimmy's 
big fist'tightened round the. instrument 
until his knuckles showed white, and a 
Jook of icy determination chilled his 
groy eyes. Right—this was the lest 
Straw. "To blazes with Sylvester and the 
insurance company, too. It was bad 
enough keeping his end up against 
mysterious enemies, who were striking 
at him right and left, without watching 
Railton Rovers—his father’s club and 
his own—sink in the mud while lawyers 
and corporations fooled about with red 
tape. 

Slamming down the phone, 
dived through the door and 3 
the drawing-room in & white heat. 

“Me. Thurgood!” ho. swapped. 
offered mo five thousand 
is for this house, and you'll lend 
id from the bunk, Ip 


that still on?” 

Flustered by the stormy ontrance and 
the lad's flushed face, the bank manager 
nodded quick! 

“Of course, Jimmy. What—” 

“Right!” Jimmy  shoyed out, his 
hand. “You're on! Ia a. choice 
between the Rovers or. this -houso! 
Fight or bust! And the house Tosca! 
T'll accept your offer—no 


(Jimmy Brennan's determined to put 
the Rovers on their, feet agiin, But 
has he made a wise’ move in’ parting 
with the Fire? Look out for another 


riyping instalment of this gripping 


ee ‘then, Sa Ror Rd 
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GOALIE SCORES 
va;} NINTH GOAL 


Because be camo to Greyfriars ‘ ‘Tem- 
red i la E) “MASTER ”-PIECE|. iy Bt 
What's tho difference between Guy Forks was a benevolent 
Wharton on the footardeld and jpandish jentioman whe thought team, when 
‘One scores goals and the other them now, apd 
/gores coals, Ine 


2, 
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Why doom't Bolsover play 
Tve |underarm at crickob 7 
‘Beouuse he invariably Bolsover. | wat 


Ht 
et 


1 mujjent an 
does Hurree Singh like say mee 

an tng, ag re i emer idate that 
‘ight 

(> La dusky nabob. 
Noy, Bob.") 


‘bot enough Backbone, 


3, 
‘when 1 look at yoo, Mr, 
it admit——” 


the scrap. 3; 

> ae s only ‘regret ie 

thas ‘tho. Sninh 

with hia belt and ‘came before I was 

‘braces amid scence of wild en-)ybieto give hin all I wanted to | of acute hunger 
thusiaam, pesca. which _ anyboc 

‘Here is « summary of tho Sght,|” \TTLING BOLSOVER : The 


round by round. is 
Ly ee ard: Set man lot, of sours, I wen all 


0 
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rode with loa oo the em. | Ri beingbncsaed cut—ace | ThS8, 2 
jpuneh on the nose. Aiter a} 2 heppen to gny men. My | trom i . 4 goal 
fniate's hard slogging the vwo| WY regret is that the finish oame | Wharton's 7 ‘ 
'doored sack other Atacitaneecsiy,| wise I wan able to give hiss | chen he . ocean 
Round level. il wanted to give bisa, is Li. men 
= es | would he wp 
efforta 
ho 
pazieg 3 DOH, RAY, ME, FAH, SOH |. nan 4 ad 
said the Ow! of the Remove. _ como to fetch, leaving mo to -P rf 
srg ee enn ee ae Constime the suldculet Srovender ome Exp, ‘opponenta standing. 
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